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ABVERTISEMENT 



THE FIRST PORTION OF THIS EDITION. 



HE Collection of Elizabethan 
Poetry, which is now again i 
troduced to the curious through 
the Lee Priory Press, has long 
been a desideratum among the lovers of our 
old English literature: for, though it passed 
through four editions in the reign of King 
James I. (l602, 1608, l6ll, 1621,) it has for 
at least a century been so rare, that very few 
have had an opportunity of being gratified 
with the perusal of it. 

The intrinsic merit of the pieces, which 
it contains, is intended to form the subject of | 
an Introduction, which is kept back till the 
printers have had time to complete the im- 
pression of the original work. 

Francis Davison, the collector, and in 
part author, of these poems, was the son of 
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2 at)bmi»mtnt. 




William, that unfortooate Secretary' of 


1 


Qoeen EUzabeth, who had such a share in 




1 


the death-narrant of Queen Mary. Francis 






was himself far from a mean poet: as the 


■i 




specimens from his MS. "Version of the 
Psalms," given in the " Excerpta Tudoriana," 
will convince every reader of taste. 

The early editions are at entire variance 
from the last edition in the arrangement of the 
pieces. The first have the Poems classed, prin- 
cipally under the heads of authors; the last, 
of the different sorts of poetry, such as Odes, 
Madrigals, Canzonets, Sonnets, Pastorals, Ele- 
gies, Epigrams: a plan totally inconsistent 
with the information intended to be conveyed 
by the Preface-, and rendering the most curious 
part of that Preface utterly unintelligible. 

The plan which has been finally adopted 
for the present edition, (not, it must be con- 
fessed, without some hesitation at its com- 
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mencement,) is to throw together the Miscella- 
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neous Pieces, consisting of those, whether with, 




or without a signature, whicli do not form any 






separate division, nnder a separate title, in the 






original publication. In conformity to this 






scheme a few straggling pieces, which seem to 






have got out of their places by negligence. 






are restored to their proper order. 




1 


In this view there is one main portion, a 




f 


portion that to the Editor appears of far the 






greatest value, set apart for the subject of a 






separate discussion, which engages not a little 






of his interest and anxiety. It would be pre- 






mature in the present stage to hint at its drift. 






The Poems of Francis Davison, and his 






brother Walter, will have, as they deserve. 






a distinct compartment assigned to them: and 






perhaps it may be proper to append to them 






the remainder of his beautiful " Fershn of the 






Psalnis" 






Davison could scarcely have had any 






concern in the last edition of " The Rhapsody:" 
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for it is improbable that he would have been 
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guilty of such an utter subversion of the prin- 
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ciple of his first arrangement. Probably he 
was dead in 1621. 

It is the opinion of Mr. Park, whose 
familiarity with these subjects for nearly 
thirty years, and whose opportunity of com- 
parison, is pre-eminent, that this is the most 
valuable Miscellany of the age in which it 
was published. Perhaps it does not contain 
pieces of more merit than " England's Heli- 
con:" indeed, I must confess that there are 
some in that book more beautiful than any 
here. But the materials of that work were 
drawn, at least with few exceptions, from 
printed volumes, which, though of great rarity, 
are still to l)e found. Most of the pieces con- 
tained in the " Rlifij}xody'' seem to have been 
drawn from M S S. of which no copy had 
passed the press : so that this work is the only 
memorial of them. 

That the reader may minutelv be ac- 
quainted with the arrangement of the early 
editions, a Table of Contents of the edition of 
160S, shall be given in the following pages. 
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The following is the Arrangement of the 

Edition of 1608. 

1. Miscellaneous^ p. 1 to 45. 

2. A new Title, viz. Ten Sonnets, by T. W. p. 
473 under this title are. 

Ten Sonnets, by T. W. p. 49 to 55. 

Three Sonnets, by Charles Best, p. 55 to 56. 

Pastorals and Eclogues, p. 57 to 85. 

3. Another Title, p. 87, viz. Sonnets, Odes, Ele- 
gies, Madrigals and Epigrams, 

By Francis Davison, 
and 
Walter Davison. 
Tlie contents of this division run to p. 132. 

4. Another Title, p. 133, viz. Sonnets, Odes, 
Elegies, and other Poesies. 

Tliis is the division which is mentioned in the 
Preface, under the name oi Anonymous , and runs to 
p. 189. 

5. Another Title, p. 191, viz. Diverse Poems of 
sundry Authors, concludes with p. 228. 



) Brethren. 
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Contents of the Edition of 1608, in the Order, 
in which the Poems occur, 

1. "Yet other Twelve Wonders of the World:* 

** Long bare I liv'd in Ck>art, yet leam'd not all this while.*' 

John Daviei. 

2. "A Lottery, presented before the late Queen* s Majesty, 

at the Lord Chancellor's House,"" 1601. 

" Cynthia, Queen of seas and lands." 

J. D. 

3. "A Contention between a Wife, a Widow, and a Maid:* 

** Widow, well met; whither go you to-day?** 

John Dafies. 

4. "The Lie:* 
** Go, Soul, the Body*s guest." 

5. " Two Pastorals, made by Sir Philip Sydney:* 

*' Join, Mates, in mirth to me.*' 

Sir Philip Sydney. 

6. "Dispraise of a Courtly Life:* 

<< Walking in bright Phoebus* blaze." 

Sir Philip Sydney. 

7. '*A Fiction, how Cupid made a Nymph wound herself 

with his Arrows:* 
** It cbanc'd of late a Shepherd's swain." 

8. "A Dialogue between two Shepherds, Thenot and Piers, 

in praise of Astrea:* 

''I sing divine Astrea' s praise." 

Mary Countess of Pembroke. 

9. " A Roundelay in invented Rhymes, between the two friend- 
ly Rivals, Strephon and Klaius, in the presence of 
Urania, Mistress to them both:* 

" O, whither shall I turn me ?" 

Walter Davison. 



10. ".■i Complaint, ofiehkli all the Slorft end tvUk the 
Uords ofthejirat, like a Se»tuie." 

" Vv ghiully grovfi, that bear mj woeful criu." 



Inscriptions, p. 33. 

11. "Thisber 
" Yc Hotful Sicei, Khoac ciukIcu hate hnlii brF<]." 

12. " Clytcmnentra to her Son Orestti, coming to Kill her 
for Murdering his Father ^Igamemnon." 



•• Tliii . 



13. ".Ijax:' 

1 iBmiDC, otwillLacrl 



14. " Romulus." 

" No commoD womb ivu fit me fortb tu bring." 

15. " FabritifU Curio." 

16. "Cato Ulicenr 

17- " -^1 Epitaph on Henry III. of France." 

" Whether thy choice, or chimee thee hither briniji." 



18. "A Dialogue in iniitulion of that between Horace 
and Lydia." 

19. " Madrigal, from a Greek Epigram." 

" He", rich enough, whnit rja bthoW Hire." 

30. "Madrigal. On her Dreaming that she saw him Dead." 

" O lair, jtt tanrivviag ejia." 



8 . . . . flMMlllMMlt* 

21. 'SSonn^^" 

** When tnut'rooi Photine Cesar did present." 

22. "Sonnetr 

** While Lore Id jon did lire, I only liir'd in joo." 

23. ''Sonnet. To Mistress Dianar 
** Phoebus of all the Gods I wish to be." 

24. " Madrigal, Upon his Departure** 
" Sure, Dear, I lore yon not; for be that loreth." 

25-— 37. Thirteen Epigrams from Martial, 

38 — 47. Ten Epigrams. 

SttbKribed F. D. 

Second Divmon — Ten Sonnets by T. fV. p. 47. viz. 

48. "J Dialogue between the Lover and his Heart.** 
*' Speak, gentle Heart, where is thy dwelling place?" 

49. "A Dialogue between a Lover, Death, and Love.*' 
'* Come, gentle Death! D. Who calls? L. One that's opprest.'* 

50. " That Time hath no power to end, or diminish his Love.** 
*'Time wasteth years, and months, and days, and hoars." 

51. " Love *s Hyperboles.* * 

'* If LoTe had lost his shafts, and Jore down threw.' 

52. "An Invective against Love.*" 

" Love is a sour delight, a sugar'd grief." 

53. "Erom Petrarch.** 
" I Joy not peace, where yet no ^'ar is found." 



If 



54. '• The Torments of Tantalus,*' ^c. 
** In that I thirst for such a goddess grace." 



9mm 
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65. "Lovers Discomniodities.** 
** Where beat of Lore doth once possess the heart.*' 

56. " Allegory of his Love to a Ship,'* 
** The soldier worn with war delights in peace." 

57. "Execration of his passed Love** 

*' I curse the time^ wherein these lips of mine." 

T. W. 

68. "A Sonnet of the Sunr 

" The Sun doth make the marigold to flourish." 

Ch. B. 

69. "A Sonnet of the Moon.** 
Ijook how the pale Queen of the silent night. 



i( 



If 

Ch. B. 



Pastorals and Eclogues, p. 57. 

60. "Strephon*s Palinode.** 
'* Sweet, I do not pardon crave." 

61. " Urania* s Answer, in inverted Rhyme.** 

Since true penance hath suspended." 

Fra. Davison. 



(i 



62. "Eclogue L* 
** A shepherd poor: Eubulus call'd he was. 



>» 

F. D. 



63. "Eclogue, entitled Cuddy.** 
** A little herd-groom, for he was no bett*." 

64. " The Christian Stoic.** 
*< The virtuous man is free, though bound in chains." 

65. *' An Eclogue, on the Death of Sir Philip Sydney.*' 

« Perin, areed what new mischance betide." 

A. W. 



lO 



ee. "Eeloguer 
** Comity geaHU bcnfaana, Ht bj me. 

67. " Eclogue:' 
** Toi wbeD ilMw ut not, m thoa tvtmft of 



ywtt.'t 



TTtirct DwiHon — SonnetSy Odes, Elegies, Madrigals 
and Epigrams, by Francis Davison and WaUer 
Davison, Brethren, p. 87. 

68. *' Sonnet 1. Dedicatory to his Jint Uner 
'Mf my barth bmnble ttile, and rhymes ill-dretaed/' 

69. *' Sonnet "ir 

" I bend my wits, and beat my weary bndn." 

70. '' Sonnet %r 

<* The faireit eyes, O eyes in blackness £ur." 

71. "Sonnet 4." 

'* Who in these lines may better claim a part." 

72. "Elegy ir 

'' 8ittln|r At board, sometimes, prepar'd to eat." 

73. " Sonnet 6r 

•• Wakf » Pity, wake) for thou hast slept too long." 

74. "Ode ir 
•* IVuMltm may thy Judgment blear." 

7ft. •• Madrigal 1. To Cupidr 
•«U»vf», if a God thou art." 

7fi\ ** Madrigal ^r 
** In h«>alth and ease am I." 



t Ma4 «Hi» «i|tH«mrv \Mr d<> »n |W M i in edition Idot. 
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77. " Madrigal Sr 
" Sorrow slowly killeth any.*' 

78. '' Madrigal 4r 
*' Since I your cherry lips did kiu. 

79. ''Ode 2." 
*< Lady 9 you are with beautiei to enrich'd. 



»j >• 



80. "Ode 3." 
<< Your pretence breeds my anfuith." 

81. " Elegy 2r 
" My dearest Sweet, if these sad lines do hap.'* 

82. "EUgySr 
*' Fountain of bliss, yet well-spring of my woe." 

83. " Elegy 4r 
'* Clear up mine eyes, and dry yourselves, my tears." 

84. "EUgySr 
*' But yet of all the woes, that do torment me.** 

85. ''Elegy 6.'* 
'* I must confess, unkind, when I consider." 

86. " Elegy rr 
** But when again, my cursed memory.'* 

87. "Elegy 8r* 

** Alas ! my dear, if this you do devise." 

88. "Ode 4." 
" My only star." 

89. " Madrigal Sr 
" The wretched life I live." 

* Perhaps these eight may nther be taken as parts of the same Elegy. 

■I 
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90. '' Sonnet er 

** U Love coi\join'd with worth and great detert.*' 

91. "Sonnet 7-'* 

*' If yoar fond lore want worth and great desert." 

92. "Ode 5." 

*< Sweet, if you like and love me still." 

93. "OdeSr 

** I dare not in my master's bosom rest." 

94. "Oder.'* 

** Lady of matchless beauty." 

95. "Ode 8." 

" Some there are as fair to see to." 

96. " Madrigal er 

'* O hand, of all hands liring." 

97. "Madrigal 7'' 

« Ah, Cupid, I mistook thee." 

98. " Sonnet Sr 
** Praise you those barren rhymes long since compos'd." 

99. " Madrigal Sr 
« Like to the seely fly." 

100. "Madrigal or 
** If I behold your eyes." 

101. "Ode 9." 
« In heaven the blessed angels have their being." 

102. "Madrigal 10.'* 
" Are lovers fuU of fire?" 

103. "Madrigal 11." 

** If this most wretched and infernal anguish." 



14 ... . ftllftftt(Kfiiintt« 



^1 



116. " Sonnet 4r 
*' I bend my wit^ but wit cmnnot dcriie." 

117. "Odeir 
*' Ai the U &ir, to &ithfal I." 

118. "Sonnet 5 r 

** Reason and Love lately at strife contended." 

119. "Sonnet 6 r 

** Let ftte, my fortone, and my stars conspire." 

120. "Sonnet 7 r 

** What need I say, how it doth woand my breast.'" 

121. " Sonnet Sr 

" Sweety to my cursed life some favour shew." 

122. "Ode 2:' 

" At her fur hands how have I grace intreated?" 

123. "Sonnet or (misnumhered 7 J 
" I have intreated, and I have complained." 

124. " Sonnet \or (^c.J 
** Wounded with grief, I weep, and sigh, and plain." 

125. "Sonnet 11." 

** Oft do I plain, and she my plaint doth read." 

126. "Sonnet 12." 

'' Like a sea-tossed bark, with tackling spent." 

127. ** Elegy. To his Lady, who had vowed Virginity.** 
" E'en as my hand my pen and paper lays." 

128. "Sonnet 13." 

" How can my love in equity be blamed?" 

129. "Sonnet 14." 

" Must my devoted heart desist to love her?" 



I 



" Quid pill ma Iwlim?" Src. fFour lines translated.) 

" Du>l ii lighter than a firather," 



Fourth Divmtni — Sonnets, Oden, Elegies and 
oilier PoesieSf p. 133. 

131. "TliTeeSonneUfoTaProem. Sonnet ir 

"Sonm men, Uicy uy, are poeti born by liind." 

133. "Sonnet^:' 

" What mor'd me thrn? Say, Love, for thou caosl tell." 

133. "Sonnet 3." 

" Thut am 1 free from liini, thnt other biad." 

134. "Ode I," 

"Sn'Bct Love, mine uiily treunre." 

136. " To her Eyes." 

" Fain would I Ihth of Ibee, thou murdeiing eye." 

136. "Odei:- 

" Ai UJon may water wipe me dry." 

137. " tooe the onltj Price of Luve:' 

" The fwreat peorli that northern km do breed." 

138. " Hit Heart urraigned of Theft, and acquitted." 

" My heart was found wiUiin my lady's brtail." 

139. •• Madrigal \.'- 

" Thine ey« .0 hright." 

140 " Phaleuciacs 1." 

" Time nor place did 1 wiat ; what held we tongue -tied.'" 

141. " Deadly Sweetness." 

'< Svtel thoiighta, the food on which I feeding itorve." 
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142. " Madrigal ^r 
*' U Lo?e be made of words, at woods of trees." 

143. " Ladies Eyes serve Cupid both for DarU and Hre.*' 
** Oft have I mos'd the cause to find." 

144. " Love's Contrarietiesr 
** I smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief." 

145. "Ode Sr 
*' Desire and Hope have mov'd my mind." 

146. " Madrigal Sr 
« She only is the pride of Nature's skill." 

147. " ffer outward gesture deceiving his inward hope,'* 
<< Smooth are thy k>oks; so is the deepest stream." 

148. "Phaleuciacs 2.'* 
** HoW| or where have I lost myself? Unhappy!" 

149. " L* Envoy in rhyming Phaleuciacs.*' 
** Muse not, Lady, to read so strange a metre." 

150. " Sonnet 4r 
•• Wrong*d by Desire, I yielded to Disdain." 

151. " That he is unchangeable:' 
** The lor« of change hath chang'd the world throughout." 

152. "TohisEyesr 
*< Unhappy eyes, the causers of my grief." 

153. "Ode 4." 
*< The night, say all, was made for rest." 

164. •* Upon her Absence^ 
** Th<^ lummtfr sun, that scalds the ground with heat." 

155. *• Ode 5." 
** Wlifii win the fountain of my tears be dry?" 

,.■;•. • . . , . *'^ui-'f:'*l*' ••"'■i""" ■ ■ 
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156. " The Lover* s absence Kills me, her presence Cures me,** 

" The frozen snake opprest with heaped snow." 

157. *'0de6:* 

" If my decay be your increase." 

158. "Ode 7-** 

" Close your lids, unhappy eyes." 

159. " Cupid shoots light, but wounds sore." 
« Cupid, at leng^, I spy thy crafty wile." 

160. "Paraphrase of Petrarch* s 103d Sonnet.** 
"If Lore be nothing but an idle name." 

161. "Fair Face and hard Heart.** 
'< Fair is thy fiEu:e, and that thou knowest too well." 

162. " Ode S.** 
« Disdain that so doth fill me." 

163. "An Invective against Love.** 
" All is not gold that shineth bright in show." 

164. " On an Historical Poem of Brute.** 
** My wanton Muse, that whilom wont to sing." 

165. *' Upon his Lady*s buying Strings for her Lute.** 
** In happy time the wished Fair is come." 

166. '* Care will not let him live, nor Hope let him die.*' 
** My heavy heart with grief and hope torment.' 

167. "Ode or 
*' A new-found match is made of late." 

168. "Ode 10." 
*' If Love be life, I long to die." 

169. "In praise of the Sun.** 
« The golden Sun, that brings the day." 



i» 
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170. "Oefcll." 
-' Bc«, KomA Mf Mmtf and ^tc me kmre to rot." 

171. '^Dtath M Lor*/' 
rrn kkvc ifent their teus* and nov are dry. 

172. *^Br*air. fcifor* Heart." 
** Brtakf Watt hearty and rid m« of bit paia. 

173. *' Lkiire's G<fctmment" 
*« Wben Wit is owmil'd by WiU.*' 

174. '^ Lotf's Propertiesr 
«• Tvizi beat and coU> 'twist death and life." 

175. *' J livMg Deaihr 
** If Mcao» be iMoe to end my restkas care.'* 

•t 



176. '* The Passumaie 
" Te valb that that me «p from tight of acn." 

177. " Hopeless Derirt soom trithen and dies." 
«* Tho^^ naked trees tecs dead to sight." 

178. *'Ode 12.' 
•• Nay, nay, thoa striT'st in tain, my heart.** 

179. ** Phaieuciacs 3." 
'* Wisdom vanm me to than that once I sought for." 

180. " Ode 13." 
" Nov haw I Icam'd with much ado at kit." 

181. *' Brtny itom'rf a»d di$da'm*d, he imreighs againtt 

his Lfldy." 
** SSnw jnst disdain b^an to rise." 

189. ''OdeUr 
•• When Vcnnt saw Desire most die." 

183. ** Jm Jliar mid Sacrifice to Disdainr 
** lly li«M by thee rettor'd to life." 
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Certain other Poems upon diverse SubjectSy by the 

same Author, p. 178. 

184. "Ode I. From Jnacr eon.** 
** Of Atreus sons fun would I write." 

185. "Ode 2. From the same:* 
« The bull by Nature hath his horns." 

186. " Ode 3. From the same.** 

" Of late, what time the Bear turn'd round." 

187. " Anacreon*s second Ode, otherwise.** 
" Nature in her work doth give.' 



T. 8. 



188. " Jnacreon*s third Ode, otherwise.** * 
" Cupid abroad, was lated in the night." 

189. '* Natural comparisons with perfect Love,** 

'* The lowest trees hare tops, the ant her gall." 

190. " That Love is unlike in Beggars and in Kings.** 
" Compare the Bramble with the Cedar tree." 

191. "A Song in praise of a Beggar* s Life.** 
*' Bright shines the sun, play Beggars play." 

192. '' Upon beginning without making an end.** 
*' Begin, and half is done, yet half undone remains." 

193. "An Epigram to Sir Philip Sydney.** 
« Cambridge, worthy Philip, by this verse builds thee an altar." 

194. "Hexameters. Upon Sir Philip Sydney.** 
** What can I now suspect.' or, what can I fear any longer ?" 

195. "Another upon the same.** 
"What strange adventure? what now imlook'd for arrival?" 



* From " Robert Oreene^s Orpharion. 
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19< •' Otkert wpom M jou.'* 



197. " To Time ' 



196, " ^ iMaiolum vpoit fA^ ^rroii^ or liki« Uftr 

** O trxdiac tovi, tkai toM tk* bnuv.** 

199. '' A Dialozue bettceem the Soml amd Bodg." 
•* Ak ac, poor Sool, wImb bowid ia uafsl ckunt." 

900. " Sapphia, Uptm the Pasiiom of CknUr 
'* Hatred ctenul, fonoos nnngi ny." 



Fifth Dicmon — Dkerse Poems of sundry Authors, 

p. 191. 

201 . **A Hymn m praise of Music r 

*• PraUr, Pteasnre, Pro6t, is that tbredbld band." 

J. D. 



*f 



Ten Sonnets to Philomel.** 



202. "Sonnet ir 

'* Oft did I hear, onr eyes the passa^ were. 

203. '* Sonnet 2r 

** O why did Fame my heart to Lore hctray." 

204. ** Sonnet 3r 

** Sickness iotending my love to betray." 

205. " Sonnet 4r 
Pale Death himself did love my Philomel." 

206. " Sonnet 5r 

*' My love is sail'd, against disUke to fight." 



it 
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207. " Sonnet er 

« Once did my Philomel reflect on me 

208. "Sonnet jr 

" When time nor place would let me often view." 

209. '' Sonnets;* 

" When as the sun eclipsed is, some say.*' 

210. " Sonnet 9r 

" If you would know the lore which I you bear.'* 

211. "Sonnet 10.** 

" My cruel dear having captir'd my heart." 

J. D. 

212. "J Hymn in praise of Neptune.** 

" Of Neptune's empire let us sing." 

Thomas Campion. 

213. " Of his Mistresses Facer 
'* And would you see my mistress' face?" 

214. " Upon her Paleness.** 

« Blame not my cheeks, though pale with love they be." 

Thomas Campion. 

215. " Of Cor%nna*s Singing r 

" When to her lute Corinna sings." 

Thomas Campion. 

216. " A Dialogue betwixt the Lover and his Lady.** 
** Lady, my flame still burning." 

217. " Her Answer.** 

** Sweet Lord, your flame still burning." 

Ignoto. 

218. "An Elegy.** 

" O faithless world, and thy most faithless part." 



H. W. 



219. 
" Conceit begotten by the eyes." 



W. B. 
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220. " Madrigalr 
« FuifUiia hath the fiurer &ce.*' 

221. " To his Lady's Garden." 
** Garden more than £den bletsed." 

222. " Ujxm his Lady's Sickness of the Small Poxr 

" Cruel and impartial sickncn." 

Thomas Spilman. 

223. " A Reporting Sonnetr 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, lo fair, lo tweet, lo sharp." 

224. "Sonnetr 
*' Only, sweet Loye, afford me but thy heart." 

225. "Ode." 
** Absence, bear thou my protestation." 

226. " The true Love Knotr 

** Love is the link, the knot, the band of unity." 

Ignoto. 

227. "Sonnetr 

** Best pleas'd she is, when Love is most ezprest." 

228. " Sonnet:' 
** When a weak child is sick, and out of quiet." 

229. ''Sonnet:' 

** Were I as base as is the lowly plain." 

J. 8. 

230. ''Madrigal:' 
'< My Love in her attire doth shew her wit." 

231. "A Poem:' 

" When I to you of all my woes complain." 

F. D. 

232. "Sonnet:' 



*» 



** The Poets fain that when the world b^^n. 

J. 8. 
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233. "An Invective against fVomen," 

"Are women fair? I, wond'rous fair to see to." 

Ignoto. 

234. " Jn Elegy in Trimeter Iambics J* 

Unhappy Terse, the witness of my anhappy state." 

Edmund Spenser. 

235. "Sonnetr 

** Mine eye with all the deadly sins is fraught." 

H. C. 

236. "Sonnetr 

" Ye sister Muses, do not ye repine." 

H. C. 

237. "Oder 

** The ancient readers of Heaven's Book." 

238. "Songr 

'< Who gives a gift to bind a friend thereby." 

239. 
" Now what is Love, I pray thee tell?" 

240. 
*< In vain I live, sith sorrow lives in me." 

241. "APoemr 
** If wrong by force had j ustice put to flight." 

242. 
" If stepdame Nature have been scant." 

243. 
'* Death is my doom, awarded by Disdain." 

244. 
" Though late my heart, yet turn at last." 



It may be convenient in this place to give the 
Title-pages of the several Editions^ that their variations 
may be seen. 
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POETICAL. RHAPSODY: 

CONTAINING 

ODES, ELEGIES, MADRIGALS, EPIGRAMS, 
PASTORALS, ECLOGUES, 

WITH 

OTHER POEMS; 

BOTH IN 

RHYME AND MEASURED VERSE. 



For Variety and Plea*ure, the like never yet pubiisked. 



The B«e and Spider by a diverse power 

Suck honey and poison from the self^same flower. 



<^»#»4 



'S** 



NBWLT CORRECTED AND AUGMENTED. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED BY WILLIAM STANSBY^ FOR ROORR JACKSON, 
DWELLING IN FLEET STREET, NEAR THE GREAT CONDUIT. 

1611. 



The foiirth Kdition i.s dividod under the 
following heads, thus 

1. Poems,* 17 in number. * ?. Madrigals, 23. 

2. Devices, 15. 1 8. Odes, 32. 

3. Sonnets, 52. t 3.- Eigprams, 2?. 

4. Canzonets, 51. l 10. Epitaphs, 3. 

5. Pastorals, 10. | 11. Epistles, ?■ 

6. Elegies, 6. i 



Besides, at the back of the Table of Con- 
tents two Epithalainions. 



I 



" A short Contents of all the Six Books | 
contained in this volume," (vis. Edition 162I.} 1 
Tlie first Book containing Poems and Devices, begins 
at folio 1 to folio 62. 
I The second Book of Sonnets and Canzonets, begins at I 
folio 62 to 150. 
The third Book of Pastorals and Elegies, begins at I 

folio 150 to 205. 
Tlie fourth Book of Madrigals and Odes, begins at I 
folio 205 to folio 255. 
I The fifth Book of Epigrams and Epitaphs, begins at 

folio 255 to folio 2GG. 
I The sixth Book of Epistles, begins at fol. 266 to fol. 272. 
And Epithalamions begin before foho 



any of tl 



bow been adopted far thou » 
T headij might havii been more 




The reprint of most of the old Miscellanies 
of Euglish Pfwtry, which appeared between 
1^50 and 1610, all uf which had become in- 
iu-ccssil)ly rurv, must be adniitted to be an ac- 
ct-ptiiblc contributiun to our old literature. 
*i'bc '^ Paradise nf Dainty Devises," and ^'Eng- 
land's Jlriivon," were appended to " The Bri- 
tish Bibliographer" and a few impressions 
wvn at the same time taken o0' separately in 
-Itu. " PrtH-tar^s Gorgeoits Gallery of Gal- 
iititt /hitm/wjis," 15/8/ Clement Robinson's 
" Hmtde/ult of Pleasant Delttes," 1584, and , 
" 7'Ar PfiirHtx i\est," 1593, form the three 
piirt^i of " Heliconia." — " TotteWs Afiscella/ii/" 
I'oiilttiiiin^ (be |iornis of Surrey, Wyatt, and 
ofliri!", is about to re-Jippeur with splendour, 
allied li\ llie iiuhi'^lrions and learned researches 
ol" l)r, Nott. "England's Pamassusr — 
" 7'Af Belvidrre" and iiiauT others, are pre- 
jiiuiiijT for fntuir parts of " Heliconia" by Mr. 
I'urk, who has admirabJT edited the three for- | 
mer part-i. Mr. Iluslewood is also preparing I 
H siflert collection of the "Songs, MadrigaU, 
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and Canzonets" of those days: compositions 
of which many are simple and elegant. 

All, or nearly all, these treasures, in their 
originals, were consulted both by the late 
Bishop Percy in forming his collection of 
"Ancient Ballads," and by Mr. George Ellis, 
in selecting his " Specimens of early English 
Poetry:' two works of the most exquisite 
taste and elegance, which have contributed 
beyond all others," in exciting and cherishing 
the present very laudable fondness for our 
poetical antiquities. 

But as this curiosity grows more ardent 
and more enlarged, mere extracts or specimens 
are not sufficient : the reader is desirous to see 
every part of a work together, and to foim his 
judgment from the combination of the whole. 

The gratitude which this subject owes to 
thelate JoseptiRitsonis of adifferentkind. His i 
extraordinary industry and minute attention I 
were calculated to effect services not altogether 

■ Un. Cuopor't "Muitt' Librtcty," 1739, and HByvrurd'i " Bri- 
tith MiHc" 173S, uf both wbich the real compiler wm ffilliam Oldj/t, 
wccc ru-ly and judicium atTcmpU to rtvin our uld Poetij. 
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knowledge was nonsense; that sentiment was 
weakness; and imagination folly. After all, 
perhaps, these perversities were incurable, and 
may have arisen from mental disease : for can- 
dour may plead that they were the incipient i 
operations of that melancholy insanity, of 
which the last paroxisms terminated his life 
in a few weeks. 

The poetical antiqnities of Scotland owe 
much to the late Lord Hailes, to Mr. Pinker- 
ton, Mr. George Chalmers, Mr. Sibbald; and 
to the copious genius, as well as sagacious in- 
dustry and knowledge, of Mr. Walter Scott, 
and scarcely less to the late lamented and de- 
lightful author Dr. John Leyden. 
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ERHAPS such Miscellanies, 
as 'Davisoji's Rhapsody,' are 
better evidence of the poi>u- 
lar taste in poetry, which 
prevailed when they were first published, 
than the work of any single author, 
however eminent. Almost all the pieces 
of the present Collection partake more 
of a moral, than a picturesque or roman- 
tic cast. They seem to be, for the most 
part, the intellectual amusements of men 
engaged in busy life, who occasionally 
vented the reflections they had gathered, 
through the vehicle of metre. 

In Sir John Davies there is great 
subtlety of thought, and admirable per- 
spicuity and terseness 'of language; but 
he deals rather in the efforts of the head, 
than of the heart or the fancy. The 
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38 I-ntreDunion, 




Ten Sonnets, which on the authority of 




the initials are ascribed to him, were 






perhaps John Donne's, or some other 






poet's: they partake too much of the 






character of the Italian conceit, to au- 






thorize us to ascribe them, with any con- 






fidence, to this strong-minded Lawyer. 








There is more of poetry in some of 








the Lyrical Pieces; especially those of 








Thomas Campion, and the three valuable 






Pastorals of the Countess of Pembroke, 






and her brother Sir Philip Sydney. 






The Sonnets of Thomas Watson 






are all to be found in his ' Hecatompathia,' 






and have been fully criticized in the 






'British Bibliographer.' They are too 






full of all the faults, without any of the 






merits, of the Petrarchian school, to be 






the favourites of a pure and natural 






taste. 






There prevailed at this period a pe- 






L 




^ 
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culiar species of Pastoral Song, of which 
the happier productions exiubit an ex- 
quisite naivety and simplicity that has 
never since been reached, or even at- 
tempted. Of this a very charming spe- 
nien is to be found at p. 17, in the Fic- 
tion, beginning 

" It thanc'd of lafe a Shepherd's swain;" 

I suspect, for reasons which hereafter I 
may dilate upon, that this beautiful poem 
was Sir Walter Raleigh's: G. EUis, 
however, has printed it in his third vol. 
p. l^j as Francis Davison's; whose 
right to it, I think, I shall be able satis- 
factorily to disprove." I do not think 
that I can fix upon any thing in all 
"Davison's Rhapsody" equal to this. 

Ellis justly observes that " the ly- 



* In " Dri/den't Miscellang," iv. 247j it u sacribed to I 
Sydney GoDOLPHiNi tvho was not bom wlien it waa first | 
published. 



rical compositions of this time are so far 
from being usually marked with a faulty 
negligence, that excess of ornament, and 
laboured affectation, are their charac- 
teristic blemishes. Such aslare free from 
conceit and antithesis, are, in general, 
exquisitely polished, and may safely be 
compared with the most elegant and 
finished specimens of modern poetry." 

Whoever, indeed, looks to the com- 
positions of this period for that burst of 
natural and unrestrained fire, or that 
flow of genuine and unsought sentiment, 
which might seem to belong to the un- 
schooled energy of a youthful stage of 
literature, will, with the exception of 
Spenser, and occasional passages in the 
Dramatic Writers, not find it in the poets 
of the Elizabethan £era. 

If, however, we would read true 
poetry in all its enchantment of imagery 



and expression, we must take it from this 
precise date, and from the great author 
whom I have already named, the im- 
mortal Bard of the * Fahy Queen.' It 
may seem impoHtic to put into com- 
petition with minor Hghts, such splendors 
as that poet puts forth. Yet I cannot 
refrain from bringing into present view 
a picture of one, who, I suspect, is more 
praised than read. 

FROM "THE FAIRY QtTEBN," B. III. Cahto IS. 

j TTk Mask qf Cupid, and the dispim/ {^ the Enchanted I 

Chamber, whence Britomart releases Amoret. 

Tmo', whenaa cheerless Night ycover'd had 
Fair benven with an universal cloud. 
That every wight, dismay'd with darkness sad. 
In silence and in sleep themselves did shroud. 
She heard a shrilling trumpet sound aloud. 
Sign of nigh battle, or got victory: 
Nought therewith daunted was her courage proud. 
But rather stir'd to cruel enmity. 

Expecting ever when some foe she might descry. 

With that, an hideous storm of wind arose. 
With dreadful thunder and lightning alwixt. 
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A direfU Mrach of RMke ud sulphur min 






Enflocd. wboM BoyaDM fiUd Uk feufal Bted 






From the fbnrtli boar of nigfat nuil the sUth^ 












Tbongli much fanmov'd, bat tttOfaet still perseveml 






AU raddenl? > ttonaj whidwind Uew 












nith which that iroa wicket open flew. 






As it «-Tlh mighty levers bad been lore; 






Ami forth issued, as od ihe ready floor 






Of some theatre, a grave personage. 






That in his haod a branch of laurd bore. 






With comely hsveour and counfnance sage. 






Yclad in CKtly garments, fit fur tragic BUge. 




Proceeding to the midst, be still did stand. 




As if in mind he somewhat had to say; 




And ut the vulgar beck'ning with his hand. 




In sign of silence, as to hear a play. 




By lively actions be gan bewray 








\Vhich done, he back retired soft away. 








Ease, on his robe in golden letters cyphered. 




The noble Maid stUl standing aU chis viewd. 




And raar\-el'd at this strange intendiment; 




With thut a joyous fellowship issued 




Of minstrels, making goodly merriment. 




' 
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With wanton barda, and rhymers impudent; 






All which togethtr sung full cheerfully 






A lay of Love's delight with aweet concent: 












In manner of a Moak, enranged orderly. 






The whiles a moat delicioua harmony 






In full strange notes was sweetly heard tu sound. 






That the rare sweetness of the melody 






The feeble senses wholly did confound, 






And the frail soul in deep delight nigh drownd: 












That their report did far away rebound; 






And, when they ceaa'd, it 'gan again to play, 






The whiles the Maskers marched forth in trim array. 






l"he first was Faruy, like a lovely boy. 






Of rare aspect and beauty without peer. 






Mat£hable either to that imp of Troy, 






Whom Jove did love, and chose his cup to bean 






Or that same dainty lad, which vnu so dear 






To great Jlcidt^a, that, whenas he died. 






He wailed, womanlike, with many a tear, 






And every wood and every valley wide 






He fill'd with Hgltu name; the nymphs eke flyUts eryd 


, 




His garment neither was of silk nor say. 






But painted plumes, in goodly order dight. 






Like as the sun-burnt Indiana do array 




■ 


Their tawny bodies in their proudest plight: 




1 


As those same plumes, so seem'd he vain and light, 




1 


That by his gait might easily appear; 






h 


» J 



For still hp far'd as dancing in delight. 
And in ht« hand n windy fan did bear. 
That in the idle nir he moVd still here and there 

All'! him beside march'd amorous Daift, 

Who seetn'd of riper years Ihan th' other stvaia; 

^'el WW) thAt uther swain this elder's sire. 

And (^ve him beini^, common to the twain; 

His ganuent was disguised very vein. 

And his embroidered bonnet sat awry: 

'Twixt both bin hands few sparks he close did str^, 

Which still he blew and kindled busily. 

That soon they life con>.-civ'd, and forth in flames did fly. 



Next aAer him went Doubt, who wm yctad 
In n discolourVl coni of ctrange disguise. 
That nt his bnck a bro»d capuccio had. 
Ami sleeves dependant Alljaneai-wisej 
lie look'd uskew with bis mistnistftil eyes, 
Atid nicrly trviii. as thorns lay in his way. 
Or (bM the Hoor to shrink he did aviee; 
And on a broken reed he stiU did stay 

lli« feeble Ktep*. whieiishrunk when hard thereon he lay. 

WItl) hlin went Uanger, cloth'd in ragged weed 
Made of bcar'ii skin, that him more dreailful made: 
Yet his own (iiee was dreadful, ne did need 
Strange horror tu deform his grisly shade; 
A net In th' one hand, and a rusty Uade 
In th' other wnsi (his Muchuf, that Miihaps 
With th* one his foes he tbicalened to invade. 



With th' other he his friends meant to enwrap: 
For whom he could not kill he proctis'd to entrap. 

Next him was Fear, all arm'd from top to toe. 

Yet thought himself not safe enough thereby. 
But fear'il each shadow moving to or fro; 
And hia own arms when glittering he did spy. 
Or clashing licard, he last away did fly, 
As ashes pale of hue, and winged heel'd; 
And evermore on Danger tixt his eye, 
'Gainst whom he iilways bent a brazen shield. 
Which his right hand unarmed fearfully did wield. 



Such poetry as this will account ftjr 
the very high fame to which Si'enser rose 
at once, and from which he has nevei- 
since declined. It unites all the various 
charms of poetical thought, and poetical 
execution: in addition to its primary 
qualities, all the minor excellences of 
skill and artifice are here attained. 

After such an admirable example of 
the powers of this sublime Art, it seems 
at first surprising, that the cff^brts of the 
Muse, which immediately follow, should 



have (alien back into a style so tasteless, ■ 
crude, and repulsive. "After the 'Fairy 
Queen" says Whrton, in his 'Obserra- 
tiom on SpENSEtt,' " Allegory began to 
decline, and by degrees gave place to a 
species of Poetry, whose images were of 
the metaphysical and abstracted kind. 
This fashion evidently took its rise from 
the predominant studies of the times, in 
which the disquisitions of school-divinity, 
and the perplexed subtleties of philoso- 
phic disputation, became the principal 
pursuits of the learned. 

' Thun Una fair 'gan drop her princely mien.' '' 

" Allegory, notwithstanding, unex- 
pectedly rekindled some faint strokes of 
its native splendor in the ' Purple Island' 
of Fletcher,'' with whom it almost as 



*■ Mason's ' Muatsm: 
' " Printed in the year 163<>- The principal fault of 
this poem is, that the Autiior has discovered too much of 



soon disappeared: when a poetry suc- 
ceeded, in which imagination gave way 
to correctness; suhlimity of description 
to delicacy of sentiment; and maiestic 
imagination to conceit and epigram. 
Poets began now to be more attentive 
to words, than to things and objects. 
The nicer beauties of happy expression 
were preferred to the daring strokes of I 
great conception. Satire, that bane of 
the sublime, was imported from France. 

I the amitomist. The ' Purple hlaad' b the Isle uf Slai 
who^e purls and cunetrucLion the Poet hiis described in n 
Alle^rical manner: vii. the bones are thi.> foundaliun of I 
it, the veins its brooks, lie. Afterwards the intellectual I 
I fitculties iire represented as jiersons: but he prhicipally 
es, where he perBonilies the passions and evil cnu 
piscences of the heart, who (itttkck the good qualities of tlie I 
heart alike personified, which, under the cniuluct of ilieir I 
leader. Intellect, rout the former. In this poem there is 

somewhat of a inetaphyBicol turn. As the ivholi 
supposed lo be sung by two shepherds, the Poet has tbund j 
n opportunity of adorning the beginnings and endings of I 
19 cantos ivilh some very pleasing pastoral touches. The | 
I poem seems to bear some resemblance to the ' Psychoi 
chia' of Prddbntius," 



I Tlie Muses were debauched at Court, 
and polite life, and fhiniliar manners, 
liecame their only thcoies. The simple 
dignity of Mii-ton was either entirely 
neglected, or mistaken for bombast and 
insipidity, by the refined readers of a 
dissolute age, whose taste and morals 
were equally vitiated." 

ff'arton then observes that, " Alle- 
gorical Poetry, through many gradations, 1 
at last receiveil its ultimate consumma- 
tion in ' The Fairy Queen.' But he had 
previously said, when speaking of 'The 
Mirror for Magistrates,' of which he cen- 
sures the generality of the pieces, as I 
little better than biographical detail, that 
' there is one poem, among the rest, ' 
which exhibits a group of imaginary 
personages, so beautifully drawn, that in 
all probability, they contributed to di- 
rect, at least to stimulate, Spenser's i 



I 
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imagination in the construction of the 
like representations. Thus much may 
be truly said, that Sackville's 'Induc- 
tion' approaches nearer to 'The Fairy 
Queen,' than any previous or succeeding I 
poem." 

But surely this is not praise enough 
for Sackville. Rich and beautiful, 
and picturesque as are the Allegorical 
Figures of Spenser, I doubt if there be 
not something more moral and sublime 
in those of Sackville. He deals more | 
in those darker hues, in which great ge- 
nius so much delights. And with this 
opinion fVarton himself seems to have 
been fully impressed in the noble criti- 
cism, with which he speaks of this pro- I 
duction in the third volume of his '■His- ' 
tory of Poetry,' in which he has given such 
ample extracts in proof of liis praises, 
as will restrain me from repeating more 
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1 


than two or tliree stanzas, by way of 




recalling ihe reader's recollection to the 






tone of his astonishing conceptions, and 






language. 






He thus commences the description 






of the imaginary Beings, that sat within 


J 




the Porch of HeU. 


i 




" A»r>, lim, within the pnrch nnd jaws of hell. 


1 




SM deep Remorie of Conicimce, all besprent 


1 




With ttanii and (o herself oft wouU she tell 






Her wretchedness, and, cursing, never atenl 






To nob and sigh, but ever thus lament 






With thoughtful care; as she that, all in vajn. 






Would wear and waste continually in pain: 






Her eyes unsledfast, rolling here and there. 






Whirl'd on each place, as place that vengeance brought, 


1 




So was her mind continually in fear. 


1 




Tost and tormented with the tedious thought 


1 




Of those detested crimes which she had wrought; 


1 




With dreadful cheer, and looks thrown to the sky. 


1 




Wishing for death, and yet she could not die. 


1 






1 




With foot uncertain, profer'd here and there; 






Benurab'd with speech; and, with a ghastly look. 






Searehd every place, all pale and dead for fear. 






His Clip borne up with staring of his hair; 






^^^^ 
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"These shadowy inhabitants of hell- 
gale," says tfizrton, " are conceived with 
the \igour of a creative ioiaginatton, and 
described with great force of expression. 
They are delineated with that fuUness of 
proportion, that invention of picturesque 
attributes, distinctness, animation, and 
amplitude, of which Spenser is com- 
monly supposed to have given the first 
specimens in our language, and which 
are chardcteristical of his poetry. We 
may venture to pronounce that Spen- 
ser, at least, caught his manner of de- 
signing allegorical personages from this 
model, which so greatly enlarged the 
former narrow bounds of our ideal ima- 
gery, as that it may justly be deemed an 
original in that style of painting." 



I 



Very few of Spenser's poetical suc- 
cessors have either attempted this style, 
or shewn a genius capable of attaining it. 
Milton only rose above it by a cast of 
invention still more shadowy and snblinie. 
I think, it was within the compass of 
CowLEv's powers, though he too gene- 
rally vitiated his taste and his perform- 
ances by a pursuit of metaj>hysicat glitter. 
Then came, after a century, Thomson, 
CoLj-iNs, and Gray; of whom Thomson 
was the most copious; Collins, the most 
original, and, perhaps, the most pictur- 
esque and felicitous; and Gray, the 
most moral and sublime. 

The reader may perhaps startle at 
this praise of Cowley : but let him read 
the ^liymn to Light,' one of the most 
exquisite pieces in the whole body of 
English Poetry; and the title to the sort 
of genius, which I have ascribed to him. 
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must be beyond aU controversy, 
a fi^w stanzas! 



I, aod ber ughr sabfecto thou dost liight^^ 
And Sleep, the luy owl of Night; 
Asham'ii, and feulul to mppmr, 
The\ jCTCcsi their homd shinies with Ae hlick hemisphere. 



\llth 

Of punted 
At the lint 

TVeTmhaii5 c im t i ei * 



wildlj tiJcei the 
a bwy swwm; 

of thine eye« 
, the antic atooai lly 



The pult^ 9ierpeiit, and ohMcner beasts. 

Creeps oonscioQS to their secret rests: 
Natnre so those does l e i eience paj; 

in omens, and ID s^ts le m o ^ e s out of tfaj wwsf. 



'<**>«i»«*«*«#«»«*«»«»««<**>««>«*«*««>«i»«*>«*#*<< 



* Hbbop llurd has the following vtrj just and 
touchinir note ihi this stanza. 



•• Nif^lm Mi4 all kcT 
Her 



* This excellent writer not nnfrajaently albides to pas- 
sages in Ma. Cowley, whose manners and genios mtich 
resembled lus own. Both charm tis with the ipleea ci 
virtue; and both were equally qualified by the gifts <tf 
Nature, to adorn the nobler, and the more lamilisr poetry. 
The taste, the execution, the success were hi^ipily on the 
side of our late Poet ; iiur^. 






At thy uppenrance Grief itself b said 

'i'a shake tiis wings, tind rouse hlii headi 
Anil cloudy Cure haa often took 

A gentle beainy smile, reflected from thy look.' 

At tliy appearance, Fear itself grows bold; 
Thy sun -shine melts awtiy his tolih 
Eucourag'd at the sight of Ihee, 

To the cheek colour comes, and firmnesa to the kne 

Even Liist, the master of an harden'd face. 
Blushes, if thou be'st in the place; 
To Darkness' ciirtains he retireai 

In sympathizing Night he rolls his smoky fires. 

When, Goddess, thou lift'at up thy waken'd head, 
Out of the Mornings purple l)ed. 
The choir of birds about thee play. 

And all the joyful world salutes the rising day. 



The ghosts, and monster spirits, that did presume 

A body's priv'lege to assume. 

Vanish again invisibly. 
And boSies gain again their visibility. 




Didst thnu less rulue to it give. 
Of how much care, alas! might'at thou poor man relieve! 

To me the sun 13 more delightful far. 

And all fair ilnys much foirer are-. 
But few, ah! wond'rous few there be. 

Who do not p>ld prefer, O Goddess, e'en to thee." ' 



It is vain to think that study and 
labour will make a poet. It is that force 
of conception, and energy of sentiment, 
that superior animation of the mental 
powers, which Nature only can give. 
Idle and half-witted people, who suppose 
that Poetry is a trifling amusement of the 
fancy, fit only for women and children! 
Poetry, which is the mirror of the no- 
blest emotions of the soul! Poetry, by 
whose light are displayed to us the most 

' " An inimituble stanza, in which the whole §oul of the 
poet comes out, and shines through the purest and clearest 
iression: like one of the virgin-Ulieii he before celebrates, 

< Clod nith thf lawn of almoit nikcd light.' " 
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brilliant prospects of our existence!-— 




Poetry, by which is communicated the 






most intense pleasure to the most intel- 






lectual and hiijhest qualities of our being! 






But these imfavourable opinions 






have been encourafjed, and if not jus- 


, 




tified rendei-ed more plausible, by the 






dull and absurd doctrines of mechanical 






critics, who lowering the divine Art to 






petty artifices, such as their own plod- 


J 




ding perceptions can reach, have too 


■ 




often brought into temporary fashion 


■ 




the mere puerilities of a minor ingenuity 


■ 




wasted upon tinsel attempts to shine. 


^ 




Nature speaks alike in every age; 






and Poetry, like wisdom, is the eternal 






voice of Truth. To attempt to attract 






by mere novelty, is to rest on that which, 


^^ 




ft-om its very essence, is of the most tran- 


■ 




sient date. How mighty and distin- 


■ 




guished is the task of painting in power- 


m 




i 


m. 
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ful and hamionioiiK language, those in- 
tellectual and material associations, which 
are more numerous and more briUiant in 
individuals, in proportion to their mental 
and moral gifts! The whimsical combi- 
nations of a mind, diverted out oi' the 
ordinary course of human pursuits and 
human feelings, may convey an affected 
or a momentary impulse to a taste too 
sluggish to be touched by the simpHcity 
of Nature: but they will s(x»n be deserted 
for some new toy, which in its turn will 
nauseate and be thrown away. We have 
seen that Cowley's genius could not 
give a lasting attraction to his efforts, 
when thus misapplied. And how many 
a meteor has since been more justly con- 
signed to a similar fate! 

The charms of Nature, the perma- 
nent and general feelings of humanity, 
are themes which will never be exhaust- 



ed: and will never cease lo instruct and 
delight. Look at those passages in the 
Ancients, which have been on the lips ot" 
all ages, and yet please as intensely as 
when they were first composed! They 
deal in no ambitious ornaments; they i 
affect no surprising combinations; they 
illustrate by no far-fetched and surjirising 
image; but they charm by the simplicity 
and clearness of energetic truth; they 
affect by echoing the natural emotions i 
of every pure and virtuous bosom; and 
they astonish by the inimitable faithful- 
ness and nicety, with which they repre- 
sent the shadowy figures that play be- 
fore every fancy. 

Take, for instance, the celebrated 
passage from Viegil's ' Georgics,' which 
has been cited, and translated, and imi- 
tated a thousand limes. 



€0 



Iiit(Ollvcliox« 



'* Ofartunatoi nimium, sua #i bona narint, 
AgricoUu ! quibta ipsa, procul discardibus armis, 
Fundit humofacUem victumjuitiuima telhu. 
Si non ingentem foribtu domtu aUa tuperbii 
Mane talutdntum totis vomit adibus undam; 
Nee variot inhiant pulchra testudme pastes, 
lUusasque auro vestes, Ephyr&aque (eras 
Alba ne^ue Assyrio fucatur lana veneno. 
Nee casia Uquidi eorrumpitur usus otwi: 
At secura quies, et nescia faUere vita. 
Dives opum variarum; at latis otiafimdis, 
Spelunea, vioique lacusi atfrigida Tempe, 
Mugitusque bourn, mollesque sub arbore somni 
Non absunt. Illie saltus ae lustra ferarum, 
Etpatiens operum, exiguoque adsueta juventus. 
Sacra dedm, sanctique patres: extrema per ilhs 
Justitia excedens terris vestigia fecit. 

Me vero primum dulces ante omnia Musa, 
Quarum sacra fero ingenti percussus amore, 
Accipiant; calique vias, et sidera monstrent: 
Defectus solis varios, lunaque labores: 
Unde tremor terris: qua vi maria alta tumescant 
Objicibus ruptis, rursusque in se ipsa residant: 
Quid tantum Oceano properent se tinguere soles 
HUtemi, vel qua tardis mora noctUms obstet. 
Sin, has ne possim natune accedere partes, 
Frigvdus obstiterit circum pracordia sanguis; 

• 

Rura mihi et rigui placeant in vallibus amnes; 
Flumina amem silvasque inglorius. 0, ubi campi, 
Spercheosque, et virginihus bacchata Lacanis 
Taygeta: 0, qui me gelidis in vallibus Hismi 
Sistat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra ! 



Felix, qui potuit Terum cognoscere causas: 
Alque metus otnnei el inexorabilefatiim 
Subjecit pedibus, strepitumque Acherontis tmari! 
Fortunahu et ille, deos qui novil agrestei, 
Panaque, Sihianumqite genem, Nymphasque aororea ! 
lUum non populifascei, non purpura regum 
Fleiit, et infidos agilaju diacordiafratres; 
Aal cojijumto descendens Dacus ab HUlro: 
NoH res Romanie, perituraque regno; neque ille, 
Aal daluit muerant inopem, out inoidil habenti. 
Quoa ramifructui, qaoi ipia volenlia rura 
Sponte lulere sua, carpsit; nee ferrea jura, 
Insanumque forum, aut popuU labularia vidU. 
SoUicitant alii remi^freta cteca, ruuittque 
Inferrum, penetrant aulas, et iimina regum : 
Hie petit eicidiis urbem, miieros^ue Penittea, 
Ut gemma bibat, et Sarrano indormiat ottro. 
Condit apes alius, defoasoque incubat auro. 
Hie stiipet attonitus Rostris: kunc plausits kiantem 
Per cuneos Cgeminabu enimj plebtsque patrumque 
Corripuit; gaudent perfuii sanguine fratrum, 
Exsilioque domoa et dalcta Umina mutant i 
Atque alio palriam quirrunt sub sole jacentem. 
Agricola incurvo terram dimovit aratro: 
Hinc anni labor; Ai/jc patriam parvosque nepotea 
Sustinet; hine armenta boutn, meritasque juoeneoa. 
Nee requies, quin aat pamia exuberet annua, 
Autfatu pecorum, aut Cerealis mergite culmi: 
Proventuque oneretfulcos, atque horrea vineat. 
V«nit kiema, teriCur Sicgania bacea Irapetia: 
Qlande sues Ueti redeunt: dant arbata silois; 
Et varies portit fxtus auctumnus ; et alte 
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Corfvrwfitt mgreitt avdiaU prmdmr 
Utime «lim pefera rii^ eolmft &lMi.- 
ifdur Hemm et/rtut: iMtforttM Etnuim crtml.- 
Scitiert rt reramfada eti paicktrrimm Rfma, 

nit atmrv artumdtiit orcn. 
jfmU fliam icrptrmm thetmi rtgu, tl «Mc 
/n^ui faOH MM (CM ttl epulata jwtendt, 
Juren* kau ntom ia territ Satumut agebat. 
NecduM etiam andierwtl tMflari clauita, necdiuB 
ImpotUot durit erepUore iaaidUius enta. 



El jam lempiu equum fuwiaHlut fohert eoUa." 

These enchanting lines, the purest, 
the simplest, the most elegant, the hap- 
piest result of imagination, sentiment, 
and taste; of beauty of thought, and 
skill and grace of execution, united, fur- 
nish a perfect instance of those merits. 
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which I have endeavoured to prove the 
first characteristics of real Poetry. Here 
are no far-fetched imagery, no gorgeous j 
combination of thought, or expression; 
no exaggeration of description, or feel- 
ing; no cpigramatic point, or laboured ■ 
antithesis; no catching simile to please 
by its novelty, or surprise by its unex- 
pected likeness; no visions of a caprici- 
ous enthusiast, whose turn of ideas has i 
been rather tlirccted by an ambition of I 
singularity, than has followed the natural 
associations of a brilliant, a sensitive, and | 
virtuous mind. But all is clear, and 
musical, and glittering with the sun- 
beam of unclouded fancy, like the trans- 
parent stream, that flows uninterruptedly, 
under the rising rays of a summer morn- 
ing, through the richest and lovehest 
scenery of Nature. 

Are these the toys of an idle intel- 




Iwl, wliicl) Wisdom would scorn, and Vir- 
tiie would fear to ontertain? Are they not 
rather the emanations of a superiur spirit, 
which enrich the hejul, elevate the heart, 
and enlarge the capacity for the most 
refined enjoyments? 

ir a reader can only find sunusement 
in the compositions of his own age, he 
nmy assure himself, however mortifying 
the (XMtvictiou, tliat his taste and know- 
K'd^e nrv. of the narrowest kind; and 
that his mind is fixed to a few arbitrary 
luwiK'iations, which render him incapable 
of (hsliii;;uishirn; what is temporary from 
what is pL'rnuinent. Genius is always 
rare: hut ii^enius is still to be found in 
the pnKhi(;tii)ns of every age. If he 
Hup|Mnes that he can discover it among 
his cotem]K>raries, but not among those 
of post times, it is clear that he mistakes 
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the dress, under its fleeting fashion, for 
the form itself. 

Among the sound objects of the 
study of obsolete literature is, to purify 
the taste by enlarging the experience 
and knowledge ol' the modes in which the 
intellectiial world has, at distant periods, 
exhibited its treasures. 

If I take a modern Miscellany, 
(such, perhaps, asDoDSLEY's) and com- 
pare its intrinsic merits with that of 'Da- 
vison's Rhapsody,^ I cannot, after the most 
dispassionate consideration, be sure of its 
superiority. It is true, that there is less 
conceit, the vice of Davison's age; and 
perhaps less flatness and prolixity: that 
is, there is more of that character of selec- 
tion, which a long experience in the Art 
of Poetry teaches its humblest followers: 
but there is less vigour, less freshness, 
less originality, less mental exertion. I 
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think the adi^anta^e. such as it b, pos- 
sessed by the productions of the later ages I 
of literature, mar be clearly accounted 
for, by attention to the following very | 
ingenious passages <^ Dcgald Stew- 
art's *Elnae»ts of the Philosophy of the 
Human Mind.' "In the progress of the 
Arts, the productions of genius accumu- 
late to such an extent, that taste may be j 
formed by careful study of the works of 
others; and, as formerly imagination had 
ser\-ed as a necessary foundation for taste, 
so taste begins now to invade the pro- 
vince of imagination. The combina- 
tions, which the latter faciJty has been 
employed in making, during a long suc- 
cession of ages, approach to infinity; and 
present such ample materials to a judi- 
cious selection, that, with a high stand- 
ard of excellence continually present to 
the thoughts, industry, assisted by the 



mostmoderale degree of imagination, wili, 
in time, produce performances not only 
more free from faults, but incomparably 
more powerful in their effects, than the 
most original effort of untutored genius, 
which, guided by an uncultivated taste, 
copies after an inferior model of perfec- 
tion." 

By far the greater part of the im- 
mense body of Poetry, which in three 
centuries the British press has put forth, 
has been thus produced by industry and 
imitation; and not by original genius.- 
Nor will they be distinguished; or if they 
are distinguished, it will be to the depre- 
ciation of the latter, by what Dugald 
Stewart has called " a technical correct- 
ness of taste; meaning," says he, "by 
that phrase, a power of judging how far 
the artist has conformed himself to the 
established and acknowledged canons of I 



his Art, without any perception of those 
nameiess ejccellemxa, which htwe hitherto 
eluded the grasp of verbal description."^ 

There are good reasons, therefore, for 
resorting to these old writers, as well for 
pleasure as tor improvement, even though 
they should not fumi$h that excellence, 
! which an union of great genius, perfect 
taste, and happy execution can produce. 
It is not a dull antiquarian bigotry, 
placing all its delights in the rust of age, 
which prompts to the investigation of 
these long-buried relics: it is not an in- 
sensibility to the unqualified beauties of 
those great masters, who require no ad- 
ventitious aids to insure their reputation, 
and the impression of their charms. I 
would always keep in the remembrance 
of the reader, as well as of myself, these 
nobler claims to admiration, and have 

* ' Philoiophical Essays,' p. 1S4. 
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been thus tempted to shew my sense of 




them in the present Introduction. 






I am perfectly convinced, that the 






greater part of those, who set up for 






critics, are utterly incapable of appreci- 






ating or feeling the traits of true genius. 






Its simplicity, and freedom from glare, 






they mistake for dullness; and the more 






the artist appears, and the more palpa- 




I 


bly is seen the dexterity, with which he 
applies his tools, the more worthy of ap- 
plause it appears to them.'' "A poet," 
says an eminent critic cited below, "is 
more likely to obtain immediate reputa- 
tion, as well as conunon popularity, by 
glittering faults, than by such a strain, 
as, to use the words of Drayton, ' may 






" " If our poets," aaya an able writer, in ' The Quar- 






terly Review,' xxiii. 61, "are not in shackles, it is not 






owing to our Critica, who have been, and who continue to 






be the worst in Europe^ the moat shallow, the most con- 
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tradictory, and the most presumptuous.*' 
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CHfto* *r fextett mam to icad:* for 
cAUrb «a J m iji he tflncled fay 
Imkalk lai Inad; aadi, vitti i^ud to 
iTittijt Iht ont BMi cC^BC pra|ife are 

jIuIS CBHBC& TbC BKHt pOpUBT WTl- 

Icr of Kae Jane's rnsn was Joshua 
Stltsst^ He is best knovn as the 
tnmthktt of Dr Bakta.s vfao, of all 
poet* dnl ever ioortibed, (^''oltaike, 
pcfli^is, excepted) cs^ored the most ex- 
tensile cdriiritr durinff hh life. Such 
bloated repotabuos usuaUr end in blotch- 
es, fur there u aiira>'$ a reactitm in these 
thiiiss: one ^neration seems to pride 
itsdf upon Helacing the idols of the last; 
not unfrequcntlv they destroy to-day the 
golden calf which yesterday they set up, 
and when idolaters turn iconoclasts, they 
act as if the outrageousness of the one 
excess were to eflace or alone for the 
foUv of the other. Thus it fared with 



GuiLLAUME DE SaLLUSTE DU BarTAS. 

His Poem upon the Creation, or rather 
his series of Scriptural Poeins, went 
through thirty - eight editions in the 
course of five or six years, and was 
translated into Latin, English, German, 
Spanish and Italian. It was asserted that 
RoNSARD, the first star in the French 
constellation, acknowledged himself to 
be excelled by this brighter limiinary, and 
presented him with a golden pen as an 
appropriate ottering of homage; a tale 
whicli the okl Vendomois contradicted 
with characteristic pride and indignation. 
But mark what followed these prema- 
ture glories; before the escutcheon upon 
his tomb was tarnished, Du Bartas's 
fame had passed away! He shared the 
fate of all those who mount upon waxen 
wings; his faults were exaggerated, his 
absurdities remembered, and his merits 
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orniooked or ibreotten. Let us liofir- 
e^€r do justice to a onn of Amii^ ta- 
lents and dsstinsuKhed nrtoe. ThmammSj 
vbo knev and ioiipd hinu teik us, that 
iTum hib Touth he was bred iq> in anns^ 
remote iroa the society of learned men, 
and ol those who might hare taught him 
to detect and correct his ovn fimlls; that 
he knew and hunented the defidencieft 
vhich vant ot proper intdlectnal cultore 
must have occasiaoed in his writiittis, and 
ever thoiisfat modestlv of himsdf/' 

In verv late davs, the secret of real 
Poetr^\ such as b sifted with perpetual 
%'enlun\ has. in a tew able works of cri- 



I - ticism. been better developed. And I 
cannot forbear oopving the following 
mo«t elegant and just passage of Du- 
GALD Stewart, which so weD expresses 
the distinguishing ingredient ot poetical 
of this genuine cast« while it 
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out their exacted use. '* The effects of 
foreign travel," says he, "have been often 
remarked, not only in rousing the curio- 
sity of the traveller while abroad, but in 
correcting, after his return, whatever 
habits of inclination he had contracted 
to the institutions and manners, among 
which he was bred. It is in a way some- 
what analogous, that our occasional ex- 
cursions into the regions of imagination 
increase our interest in those familiar re- 
alities, from which the stores of imagina- 
tion are borrowed. We learn insensibly, 
to view Nature with the eye of the pain- 
ter, and of the poet, and to seize those 
* happy attitudes of things,' which their 
taste at first selected; while enriched 
with the accumulation of ages, and with 
' the spoils of time,' we occasionally 
combine with what we sec, all that we 
know, and all that we feel; and sublime 




the original beauties or Ihe natural 
wdHd, l)V blending wiUi them the inex- 
haustible delights of the heart and the 
fancy."' 

This representation of the purposes 
of Poetr)', though It occasionally flashed 
u{M>n Johnson, in his critical discussions, 
was in general, (one almost suspects in- 
tentionally,) kept out of sight. There is 
a jKvs«igc in 'TViC Life o/' Thomson,' 
uikI another in tlie criticism for Young, 
which recognizes it: and his magnificent 
oimI iniuiitnble inquiry into the character 
of 'Piinufist Ijost,' shews how capable 
his wry |K>wcrful mind nas, of feeling 
luid ik"scribing the highest efforts of 
iMietiiiil genius. But it seemed an awe- 
ftU <hity which he could only bring his 
Mdlea and reluctant mind to perform on 
the rarest of great occasions. In com- 
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mon cases his inclination and daily pro- 
pensities led him to a meaner taste, and 
more ordinary stnuns of humbler inge- 
nuity. It is scarcely possible to forgive 
the man, who could speak with cold 
contempt, and verbal Iiypercriticisni, of 
Gray; and describe the divine Odes of 
his friend Collins as the abortions of 
perverted ingenuity! This sentiment I 
have never ceased to fee! and to express: 
and I am happy to be confirmed in it by 
the calm opinion of the great philoso- 
pher, whom I have last cited. His words 
I are these : 

" Among our English poets, who is 
more vigorous, correct, and polished, 
than Dr. Johnson, in the few poetical 
compositions which he has left? What- 
ever may be thought of bis claims to 
originality of genius, no person who reads 
his verses can deny, that he possessed a 




taitein this sjniies oJ'coni|x>sitioii: 
and wt bow wayward aiid pen-erse id 
mu»f instances are his decisions, when 
be flib in jndjnnent oo a p(^itical adver- 
SMT, or when he treads on (h« ashes of 
a puliticaJ rival! To myself, (much as I 
adaurv his great and various merits, lK)th 
•• a critic and a wriler.) hiiiiian nature 
n«Ter appears in a iiion^ humiliating 
(limi, than when I read liis ' Lhvji of' the 
/V*».' a perfommnce, which exhibits a 
more fmthftil, eApres$ive. and curious 
pk-tiuv ol' the author, than all the por- 
traits attempted by his bio^jraphers; and 
which, in this point of \-iew, compensates 
fiiUy by the nionil h-ssons it may suggest, 
ftir the mtical errors which it sanctions. 
The emtrs, aliis I are not such as any one 
who has perused his imitations of Juve- 
nal, can place to the account of a bad 
taste: but such as had their root in 



weaknesses, which a noble mind would he 
still more unwilling to acknowledge."'* 

The reader, perhaps, will deem these 
remarks irrelevant to the subject of the 
present Introduction. They do not ap- 
pear so to the Editor, who is anxious 
that the refined taste, which knows in 
what gradations to value all the various 
I exertions of literary genius, should not 
be lost in the undistinguishing zeal of 
the mere antiquarian. 

He who prizes a thing merely be- 
cause it is old; and he who contenms it, 
because it is old, is equally dull and fool- 
ish. The form of Beauty is the same, 
whether she be dressed in an anticjue, or 
a modern fashion; and the same rides of 
shape, proportion, and hue, apply in 
both cases. Perhaps the same minute 
ornament, the same formality and stiff- 

■■ ' Phitosvphical Easap,' p. 492. 



iiess, and the same unnatural distortion, 
were applied to the minor poets of Queen 
Elizabeth's reign, as to the Court-dress 
of her females; while the greater pro- 
ductions were cioathed in a language, 
ixjld, rich, striking, and manly, like the 
habits of her warriors, and knights of 
chivalry. 

The man of enlarged faculties, and 
rich imagination, will never repent of the 
hours consumed in obtaining a familia- 
rity with the works of genius of the Eli- 
zabethan sera, in which the mind first 
expanded itself fully into all the luxuri- 
ance of free intercourse, after long ages 
of darkness, with the admirable models 
of classical fancy, and classical wisdom : 
and Britiiin imported from Italy all the 
new treasures of a riper and more favour- 
ed coiuitry. No instance has yet come 
within the Editor's experience, of any 



I 



person of early education and cultivated 
talents, who, if it was joined to any de- 
gree of native sensibility and quick con- 
ception, did not feel a lively interest in 
the literature of this period. It is true, 
indeed, that, in those of the same natu- 
ral endowments, this takes place in vari- 
ous degrees, according to the accidental 
course of their studies. Still it is a trea- 
sure, which none but the uneducated, or 
those of dry heads and hard hearts de- 
spise. 

To please every one; to hope that 
any occupation of time, however inno- 
cent, (if not praise-worthy) can escape 
the censure of the malignant, or the sar- 
castic, or the light, would indeed be a vain 
expectation. Bitter and repeated proof 
has taught other lessons to the present 
Editor. He has been accused of. a blind 
fondness for the works of past ages; he 



has been sup|>osed to see in them ima- 
ginary charnis, created by his own zeal. 
Wiiether he is ignorant of what con- 
stitutes the true merit of Poetry, let the 
candid and intelligent critic judge! This 
Introduction, however cursor^', has taken 
a wide range, and attempted the appo- 
sition of very far-separated elforts of ex- 
cellence. If he, who pemses 'Daimon's ' 
Rhapsody,' in this edition, is impressed 
with its claims to applause, it will not be 
from ignorance, or forgetfuUiess of the 
hapj>iest mtxlels. 



L<e Priory, J'Uij 36, 1815. 
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NOBLB, HONOURABLB, AND WORTHY LORD, 

WILLIAM, EARL OF PEMBROKE, 




HREAT Eiirl, whose brave heroic 

mind is higher 
And nobler, than thy noble high 

degree ; 

Wtio'^c outward shape, though it most lovely be, 
Doth in fair rohes a fairer soul attire ; 
Who rich in fading wealth, in endless treasure 
Of virftie, valour, leaniing, richer art; 
Whose present greatness, men esteem hut part 
Of what by line of future hope they measure! 
Tliou worthy son unto a peerless mother, 
I Or nephew to great Sydney of renown. 
Who liast deserv'd thy coronet, to crown 
With laurel crown, a crown excelling tli" other, 
I consecrate these rhymes to thy great name, 
Which if thoii like, they seek no other fame. 

FRANCIS DAVISON. 



I 



I 



€o tte XlesDer. 



^EfNG induced by mme private reaso 

iiid by the instant entreaty of special 
I friends, to suffer some of my viorlhless 
Poems to be published, J desired to 
I make some written by my dear friends Anonymoi, and 
my dearer Brother, to bear them company; both without 
their consent, the latter being in tlie Low Country wars, 
and the rest utterly ignorant thereof. My friends' 
s I concealed; mine own and my Brother's I wilted 
the Printer to suppress, as well as I had concealed the 
other, which he having put in mthout my privity, we I 
must now undergo a sharper censure, perhaps, than our I 
nameless works should have done, and I especially. 
For if their Poems be Uked, the praise is due to their I 
irwentum; {/* disliked, the blame both by tliem a7id all 
cill be derived upon me, for piAlishing tliat which 
I they meant to suppress. 

If thou think we affect fame by these kinds iff I 
' writings; though I think them no disparagement even 
to the best judgments, yet I answer in all our bekalfs, 
with the Princely Shepherd Doma, 



If than condemn Poetry in general, and affirm that it 



daih itUatkale the frrain, and make men utterly urtfit, 
ritherfof more smoHM atadin, or for oiiy arlive course I 
qf l^e, I onJhr n9» Jobeo 1< stulUun esse, libenter. 
SUmrTpfriemcfprvctabt/anmpianf many, both dead 
awdbiiag, that daxnedftighledf and eJKelUtig herein, 
htimg Prvicet or Staletmrn, hart governed and coun- 
dUed aa wistljf; being SoUlirrr, have coutmanded I 
anMM at Jor tu mat tlg j bti»g luttcyern, hnvc pleaded I 
aajwdiciaih/ md gfayinrtl^; heing Divines, have urit- 
tm amd taaghl « pnifimmU^; and being qf nny other 
pnfffnom, has* dtKharged it a* mffSiienllg as any 
other meu ti^hatm>ever. If liking other k'uidt, IImm mU- 
Ukg the Lyrical, becauxr the ehiefent nihject tliereof I 
if Jjxt, I reply, that Love being tirtuously iatetidedf 
and worlhily placed, it the vrhetstone iif mit, and spur 
to ali genentu actioKSi and that matiy erceUeni spirits I 
u-ithgreat fame ttfwil, and no tttiinut judgment, liave I 
written excellently in this kind, and specially ti*e e 
praise-worthy Sydney. So as if thou tcill needs make I 
it a fault, for ntine aim part, 

Hsuil Uaito, 11 iwB Bv^on dffcndn* cnmea 
Tkiu luilo cuaununc (iiv. 

(fany except against the mixing (both at the be- 
ginning and end qf this book) iif diverse things uritten I 
by great and leartied personages, arith our mean and I 



wvrtkk-ss scribUngg, I utterly disclaim it, as bdng I 
done by the Printer, either to grace the fore-front with 
Sir Philip Sydney's, and others navies, or to make tfie I 
book grow to a competent volume. 

For these Poems in particular, I could allege 
these excuses; that those under the wome of Anony- 
mous icere icritteii (as ajrpeareth by diverse things, to I 
Sir Philip Sydney living, and of him dead) almost I 
twenty years since, when Poetry was far from that I 
perfection to which it has now attained; that my Bro- 
ther is by profession a soldier, and was not eighteen I 
years old when he writ these toys: that mine own were I 
made most of them six or seven years since, at idle I 
times as I journeyed up and down, during my travek. I 
But to leave their works to jnftify tltemselves, or the I 
authors to jvst\fy Iheir works, and to speak of mine I 
ownj thy mistakes I contemn, thy praises (which I I 
neither deserve nor expect) I esteem not, as hoping, 
(God willing) ere long, to regain thy good opinion, if | 
lost; or more deservedly to continue it, if already ob- 
tained, by some graver work, 

FRANCIS DAVISON. 
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1. ■ 

ONG have 1 liVd in Court, yet leam'd not 

all this while, 

To sell poor suitors smoke, nor where I 

hate to a mile ; 
Superiors to adore, hiferiors to despise, 
To fly from such as fiiU, to follow such as risei 
To cloak a poor desire under a rich array. 
Nor to aspire by vice, though fwere the quicker way. 



My colling Is Divine, and I from God am sent; 
I will no chop-church be, nor pay my patron rent; 
Nor yield to sacrilege; but, like the kind true mother. 
Rather will lose all the child, thim part it with another. 
Much wealth I will not seek ; nor worldly masters serve 
So to grow rich and fat, while my poor flock doth stnrvi 



My occupation is the noble trade of kings; 

The trial that decides the highest right of things : 

Though Mars my master be, 1 do not Fenus love, 

Nor liiinour Bacchus oft, nor often swear by Jove: 

Of speaking of myself I all occasion shun. 

And rather love to do, than boast what I have done. 



* By .lalin Daviei, a' Eilil. by Kir Jol.n 



. Babison'e ^oilifal l&!)a]isoDs. 



I The Law my calling isi my robe, my tongue, my pen. 
Wealth and opinion gain, ami make me juilge of men. 

I The known dishonest cause 1 never did defend. 
Nor spmk out suits in length, but wish'd and sought an en' 
Nor counsel did bewray, nor of both parties take. 
Nor ever took I fee for which 1 never spake. 



I study to uphold the slippery state of man. 
Who dies when we have done the best, and all we can. 
From practice and from books I draw my learned skill. 
Not from the known receipt or" 'Potkecary's bill, 
I The earth my faults doth hide, the world my cures doth se 
What youth and time ^ects, is oft ascrib'd to me. 



My trade doth every thing to every land supply. 
Discovers unknown coasts, strange countries doth '' ally ; 

sver did forestall, I never did engross. 
Nor custom did withdraw, though I return'd with loss, 
I thrive by fair exchange, by selling and by buying, 
Ami not by Jeu-isk use, reprisal, fraud, or lying. 

7", THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 

Though stnuige outlandish spirits praise towns, and coun 
tr, Korn, 
I The country is my home, I dwell where I was born. 



XIablsion'd ^otliial Kl)a|)9oI)j;. . 



There profit and command with pleaaure I partake, 
Yet do nul hawks ami dogs my sule companions mukc i 
I rule, but not oppress; end quarrels, not maintainj 
See toniiH, but dwell nut there t'abrlilge my charge or tta'i 



How many things as yet are dear alike to me. 
The field, the horse, the dog, love, arms, or liberty! 
1 have no wife as yet, whom 1 may call mine own; 
1 have no children yet, that by my name are known. 
Yet if 1 married were, I would not wish to thrive. 
If that I could not tame the veriest shrew alive. 



I only am the man, umong all married men. 

That do not wish the priest to be unlink'd again ; 

And though my shoe did wring, I would not make my 

Nor think my neighbour's chance more happy than mine 

Yet court I not my wife, but yield observance due, 
Being neither fond, nor cross, nor jealous, nor untrue. 

10. THE wire. 
The first of all our sex came from the side of man ; 
1 thither am return'd, from whence our sex bei!;aii. 
1 do not visit oft, nor many when 1 doi 
I tell my mind to few, and that in counsel loo. 
I seem not sick in health, nor sullen but in sorrow, 
I care for HOmewhal else, than what to wear to-morruw. 





\ 
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Widoie. Marry, what else: I puqjos'd so to do; 




Do you not mark how all the wives are fine ; 




And how they have sent presents ready too. 




To make their oEfrings at Asthba's shrine? 




See then the shrine and tapers burning bright! ■ ( 




Come, friend, and let ua first ourselves advance ; 




We know our place, and if we have our right. 




To all the parish we must lead the dance. 








To go before, without respect of ua ? 




Your forwardness (proud girl) must now be staid. 




Where learn'd you to neglect your betters thus ? 




Maid. Elderyouare, but not my betters here; 




This place to Maids a privilege must give ; 




The Goddess, being a miud, holds mmdens dear. 




And grants to them her own prerogative. 


1 


1 


Besides, on all true virgins, at their birth. 


1 


w 


Nature hath set* a crown of excellence. 






That all the wives and widows of the earth 


I 




Should give them place, and do them reverence 


1 




Wife. If to be born a Maid be such a grace, 


1 




So was 1 bom, and grac'd by Nature too. 




H. 


But fleeking more perfection to embrace. 


^^^ 


■ 


I did become a Wife as others do. 




^^^^1 










■ 


' S,iH, 8' ami 4"', 




■ 


■ 


h 




J 



\ 






— 
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mfe. 

fyidmc 
Maid. 


The Wife is like a fiur supportal vine: 
. So was the Widow, but now stands alone; 
For being growii strong, she needs not to incline. 
Maids, like the earth, stipported are of none. 






Maid. 

Wid. 


The Wife is as a diamond richly set: 

The Maid unset doth yet more rich appear. 

The Widow a jewel in the cabinet, 

AVhich though not worn is still estccm'd as dear. 






mfe. 
ind. 

Maid. 


The Wife doth love, and ia beloV.l again. 
The Widow is awuk'd out of that dream. 
The Maid's white mind had never such a stain; 
No passion troubles her clear virtue's atreain. 

Yet if 1 would be lov'd, loVd would I be, 
I..ike her, whose virtue in the bay is seen : 
Love to Wife fadeth with satiety. 
Where love never enjoyed is ever green. 






Wid. 

Maid. 


Then what's a virgin but a fruitless bay ? 
And what's a Widow hut a rtise-leas brier? 
And what are Wives but woodbines which ilecuy 
The stately oaks by which themselves aspire ! 






WW, 


And what is marriage but a tedious yoke? 
And what virginity, but sweet self-love? 
And what's a Widow but an axle broke. 
Whose part, one fttUing, neither part can move? 











) 
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Maid. The Maul is ever fresh, like Morn in May. 
Hl/e. The Wife with all her beams is beaulilied. 

Like to high noon, the glory of the day. 
fFid. The Widow like a mild sweet eventide. 

H'ife. An office well supplied is like the Wife, 
(f"id. Tlie Widow like a }!;ainful office void. 
Maid, But Maids are like contentment in this life. 

Which all the world have sought, but none enjoy'd. 

Go, Wife, to Dunmow, and ilemanil your flitch, 
ff'id. Go, gentle Muiil, go lead the apes in hell. 
H'^e. Go, Widow, make some younger brother rich. 

And then take thought and die, and all is well. 

Aliis, poor Maid! thou hast no help nor stay. 
U'id. Alas, poor Wife! that nothing dost jiosses.i. 
Moid. Alas, poor Widow! Charity dnth aay, 

Pity the Widow and the fatherless. 

Hid. But happy Widows have the world at will. 
M'ife.f But happier Wives, whose Joys are ever double. 
Maid. But happiest Maids, whose hearts are calm and still. 
Whom fear, nor hope, nor love, nor hate doth trouble. 

tyife. Every true Wife hath an indented heart. 
Wherein the covenants of Love are writ; 
Wliereof her husband keeps the counterpart. 

And reads his comforts and his joys in it. 



uraidnsBsaf h 






Jfaw. Or W 1 >bd. uii «: 

.\j aC ifac \~«aef lal tke Gaos b 




SabiBon'd ipocticol BdapSoDi!' ■ 



fPife. I have my husband's honour and his place. 
H'id. My husband's fortunes nil survive to me. 
Maid. The moon doth borrow light, you borrow grace, 
When Itfaids by their own virtues graced be. 

White is my colour, and no hue but this 
It wiU receive, no tineture can it stain. 
wye. My white hath look one colour, but it is 

An honourable purple died in grain. 

H'id. But it hath been my fortune to renew 

My colour twice from that it was before i 
But now my black will take no other hue. 
And therefore now I mean to change no more. 

WT/e. Wives are fair apples serv'd in golden dishes. 
Mui. Widows good wine, which time makes better much. 
Maid. But Maids are grapes deair'd by many wishes. 
But that they grow so high as none can touch. 

Wife. I have a daughter equals you, my girl. 
Maid. The daughter doth excel the mother then. 

As pearls are better than the mother of pearl; 

Mai<ls loose their value, when they match with 

lUd. Themanwithwhomlmatcfa'd, his worth was such. 
As now I scorn a Maid should be my peer. 

Ma'ul. But 1 will scorn the roan you praise so much, 

For Maids are matchless, and no mate can bear. 



I 



Sabisan'e )|)acl(ca) UbapSoDi!- . 



Or to the jewel which this virtue had, 
Thai men were mad till they might it obtain ; 
Uut when they hud it tliey were twice ns mad. 
Till they were dispossest of it again. 

Wl/e. Maids cannot judge, because they cannot tell. 
What comforts iind what joys in marriage be. 

Maid. Yes, yes, though blessed stunts in heaven do dwell, 
They do the souls in purgatory see. 

fid. If every Wife do live in purgatory. 

Then sure it i^ that Widows live in bliss. 
And are translated to a state of glory; 
But Maids as yet have not attain'd to this. 

Muid. Not Maids ? To spotless Maids this gift is given, 
To live in incorruption from their birth ; 
And what is that, but to inherit heaven. 
Even while they dwell upon the spotted earth. 

The perfeclest of all created thhigs ; 

The purest gold that suffers no allay; 

The sweetest flower that on th' earth's bosom springs , 

The pearl unbor'd, whose prize no price can pay. 

The crystal glass that will no venom hold ; 
The mirror wherein luigcls love to look ; 
Diana's bathing fouutain, clear and cold; 
Beauty's fresh rose, and Virtue's living book. 



Babison's poetical SDiapRoI)!! 17 



i FICTION. HOW CUPID MADE A NTMPH WOUND HER- 
SELF WITH HIS ARROWS. 

Xt ctaaiic'd of late a shephenl's swain. 
That went to Geek a strayed sheepj 
Within a thicket on the plain, 
Espy'd u dainty Nyinph asleep. 

Her golden hair o'er-spread her face. 
Her careless arms abroad were cast, 
Her quiver had her pillow's place. 
Her breast lay bare to every blast. 

The Shepherd stood and gaz'd his All; 
Nought durst he do, nought durst he say. 
When chance, or else perhaps hia will. 
Did guide the God of Iiove that way. 

The crafty Boy that sees her sleep, 
\Vhom if she wak'd, he durst not see. 
Behind her closely seeks to creep. 
Before her nap should ended be. 

There come, he steab her shafts away. 
And puts his own into their place; 
Ne dares he any longer stay. 
But ere she wakes, hies thence apace. 











18 . "Bxtism-i pctttral KtiapMQ]). 




Scan* wu he gone, when ahe amkca. 












H«T bcMkd bow in IwMe abe Ukn, 






And u the sbnple ivnua let fljr. 






Forth Oew the ^iaSt. «>d piere*! bis bcari. 






That lo the groand he fell with fmiai 






Yei up sgiun fbrwiili he ttut. 






Aod lo the N'Tinph be ran unaim 






Anuu'd to see so stnnge a sight. 






She shot, wul ehol, but aU ia Tain; 






The more hia nouDds, the more hid might; 






IjOvc yieldeih strength in midst of pain. 






Her uigry eyes are great with tears. 






She blames her hands, she bUmes her sldl^ 






The bluntness of her shafts she fcoM, 






And try Ihem on herself she wiU. 






Take hwil, sweet NjTnph, try not thyJ shaft. 






Eai-h UlUe touch will prick the'' heartj 






Alas! thou knowtst not Cupid'a craft.' 






Ite^cngv b joy, tbe end is smart. 






Yet try she will, and prick some bare. 






Her hands were gloVd, and nest to hand 


J 




W'm thut ^T br«ast, that breast so rare. 


J 




ThiLt niaJe the Shepherd senseless stand. 


1 










■ The. *". ' Mj, 4>k. 











Sabtjon'ii ^otlital Sl^nptlDtiE 19 



Thut breast she prick'd, anrl through that breast 
Love finds an entry to Uer heart ; 
At feeling of this iiew-come gueat. 
Lord how the gentle Nymph doth start! 

She runs not now, she shoots no more; 
Awny she throws both shafts and bow; 
She seeks for that she flhun'd before, 
She thinks the Shepherd's haste too slow. 



Though mountains meet not, lovers may: 
So others do, und so do they: 
The God of Love sits on a tree. 
And Uiuu;hs that pleasant sight to see. 



\. COMPLAINT OF WHICH ALL THE STAVES END WITH 
THE WORDS OF THE FIBST, LIKE A SESTINE. 



JL K ghastly groves, that hear my woefijl cries, 
Whose sha<Iy leaves do shake to hear my pain; ' 
Thou silver stream that dost with tears lament! 
The cruel chance that doth my " grief increase: 

• loitiali omilted in tbc fouctb edilion. 
' Whose thady Irstra would help lo ease nij pain, 4''. 
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My weary days; my life must waste away, 

Cmiiiuai'il with |iain, uiid worn with restless 
So Pliiloniel loo much opprest with pain, 
By his Hiiaileeil tliat ciiuseth her lament. 
Both [ky 1111(1 ni^ht her Diournful lays 
Anil tu the Woods ber sorrows duth declare. 



Some ease it is, hid sorrows to declare. 
But too small ease to such a grieved mindi 
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For as your shrieks (the tunes of death) increase 
When 9un ia set, and shadows do declare 
The nighfs approiich, bo I frora my dark mind 
Since m) bright sun is fled, in cries consume 
My night of woes; and though you fly away 
Soon as the day returns, and cense your cries, 
Yet 1 by day find no release of paiii; 
But day and night so foul a change lament. 



Sut while I thus to senseless things lament, 
Ruth of my case in them thereby d'increase) 
Which she feels not; with scoffs she doth declare 
My pangs to him, who first her wanton mind 
From mc did win: since when I still consume 
Like wax 'gainst fire, like snow that melts away 
Before the sun: thus, thus, with mournful cries, 
1 living die, and dying, live in pain. 



And now adieu delight, and iiircwell ptun: 

Adieu vain hope; I shall no more lameut 

Her fained faith, which did my w 

And ye to whom my griefs 1 Ihus declare; 

Ye which have heard the secrets of my mind, 

And seeing then my lingering life 

Groi'c, brook, and birds, adieu! now hence 

By death I will, and cease my deadly cries. 



S«bts«ii'c ^niial St»TSolis. 



IS IMmnON OF THAT BETWEEN 
1K»LU:£ AND UOIA. 



Lovra 
Wkils ikou Adrt lore me, mmI tfaat neck of thine 
Uura nnct, ftUu. *oA. Uisn tobm, silver, down. 
Did <««v ■ aedL-hrc «f no wins bat mine, 
1 cBTieil Dot ibe Kia^ of Spun his crown. 



Whik of tlf haul 1 ««• aole soreroga. 
And tbou i&dM sin^ Moe bol HdUime's name, 
Wbom for bnmni Ctpe* U¥n dost now disdsin, 
1 cti\ied not ibe Qonn of Ka g bud'a &me. 



Though Cloe" be less &ir, she is more kind; 
Her grw^ful dancing so doth please mine ej-e. 
And through mine ears her t-uice so ehanns my mind. 
Thai so (iwj she may liye. 111 uilling die. 



Though Crispus cannot sing my praise in Terse, 
I love him so for skill in tilting sho\FU, 
And graceful managing of coursers fierce. 
That his dear life to save, I'll lose mine own. 

■ AlUnd to CaU m tbitd, uid folkiwcd \a fourth edition. 
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"^Vliat if 1 sue to thee again for grace. 
And sing thy praises sweeter than before. 
If I out of my heart blot Cloes face. 
Wit tliou love me agiun, love him no more 



Though he be fairer than the morning star, 
Thougli lighter than the floating cork thou be, 
Ami than the Irish Sea more angry far. 
With thee I wish to live, and die with tltee. 



I HYMN IN PR.\rSE OP MUSIC. 



"raise. Pleasure, Profit, is that threefold band. 
Which ties men's minds more fast than gorgon knot: 
Each one some draws, all three none can withstand^ 
Of force conjoin'd, conquest is hardly got. 
Then Music may of hearts a monarch be. 
Wherein Praise, Pleasure, Profit, ao agree. 



Praise-worthy Music is, for Goil it praiseth; 
And plenaant, for brute beasts therein delight; 
Great profit from it flows, for why it niiseth 
The mind o'erwhelmed with rude Passion's might; 
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When agminst Reaaoo Futdoos fond rdid. 
Music doth that confirm, and these expel. 

If Music did not merit endless praise. 
Would heavenly spheres delight in silver round? 
If joyous pleasure were not in sweet lays. 
Would they in court and country so abound? 
And profitable needs we must that call. 
Which pleasure linkt with praise doth bring to alL 

Heroic minds, with praises most incited. 

Seek praise in Music, and therein excel; 

Grod, man, beasts, birds, with Music are delighted; 

And pleasant *tis which pleaseth all so weU. 

No greater profit is than self-content; 

And this with Music bring, and care prevent. 

Wlien antique poets Music*s praises teU, 
They say it beasts did please, and stones did move; 
To prove more dull than stones, than beasts more fell. 
Those men which pleasing Music did not love. 
They feign*d, it cities built, and states defended. 
To shew the profit great on it depended. 

Sweet birds, poor mens* musicians, never slake 

To sing sweet Music's praises day and night ; 

The dying swans in Music pleasure take. 

To shew that it the dying can delight; 

In sickness, health, peace, war, we do it need. 
Which proves sweet Music's profit doth exceed. 



as 



» 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^>^^^^^^^^^^^H 






■ 
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But 1, by niggard jiraisiiig, do disjiraiiie 






PraiBC-worthy Music in my worthless rhymci 






Ne can the pleasing profit of aweet laya 






Any save learned Muses well deflne. 






Yet all by tlieae rude lines may clearly see. 






Praise, pleasure, profit, in aweet Music be. 






TEN SONJVSTS TO PHILOMEL. 






^1^^1:1^^;^^^,,^^ 






UPON LOVE'S ENTERING BV HIS EARS. 






Oft did I lieur, our Eyes the passage were. 






By which Love entered to assail our hearts; 






Therefore I guarded them, and void of fear 






Neglected the defence of other parta. 






Love knowing this, the usual way forsooki 






And seeking, found a by-way by mine Ear: 












And unto thee, sweet Philomel, did bear. 






Yet let my heart, my heart to pity move. 






Whose pain is great, although small fault appear; 






First it lies bound in fettering chains of Love, 






Then each day it is rack'd with hope and fear. 




_ 


And with Love's Hames 'tis evermore consumed. 






Only bfttiusc to Love thee it presumed. 








i 


» 


J 



I 

* 



O VMT did Fame mr heut lo Love belnj, 
Bv irilmr mj Dev^f Tirtae and p q fettiwt ? 
minr did mr tnstor ean lo it eoinrcy 
Tbat Srres aoBg, caate of nj Hcaft'i infedioii? 

Had I beeo deaf, or Fame ker gifti mnrcakd. 
Then had mv heart heen free from hnprifas Love; 
Or vere mj state likewiie bj it revealed, 
Wdl mieht it FWInmri to pity move. 

Then shookl she know hovr Love doth make me laDgolsh, 
DifttractiDg me 'twixt hope and dreadfid fear: 
Then should she know mr care, my fdainta and ang^nkh^ 
An which for her dear sake I medLlj bear. 

Yea I ooold qaifBitj Death's pains abide. 

So that she knew that for her sake I died. 



^i»^^^^*'*««^i«*«*>O^»#>^«»O00O*ii> 




SOVVET III. 

OF HIS OWN, AND OF HIS MISTRESS'S SICKNESS 

AT ONE TIME. 

Sickness intending my Lore to betray. 
Before I shoukl sight of my Dear obtain. 
Did his pale cokmrs in my face display. 
Lest that my fi&Toor might her fi&vour gain. 

Yet not content herewith, like means it wrooght. 
My Philomelas bright beauty to defiBK»: 
And Nature's glory to disgrace it sought. 
That by conceived Love it might displace. 



^^^^^^^ 
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But my firm Love could this assault well bear. 








Which Virtue had not beauty for his ground ; 








And yet bright beams of beauty did appear 








Through Sickness' veil, which made my love abound: 








If sick, thought I, her beauty so excel. 








How matchless would it be if she were weU> 








BONNET IV. 








ANOTHER OF HEK SICKNESS AND RECOVERY, 








Pale Death himself did love my Philomel, 








When he her virtues and rare beauty saw; 








Therefore he sickness sent; which should expel 








His rival life, and my Dear to him draw: 
But her bright beauty dazzled so his eyes. 








That his dart life did miss, though her it hiti 








Yet not therewith content, new means he tries. 








To bring her unto Death, and make life fiit: 








But Nature soon perceiving that he meant 








To spoil her only Phosnix, her chief pride. 








Assembled all her force, and did prevent 








The greatest mischief that could her betide. 








So both our lives and loves Nature defended; 








For had she died, my love and life had ended. 




:■ 


1 


^ 


J 



3D 



SOVBCET T. 



ALLTSKW TO TUE&ELV TDTAGE TO CBEETB, 



.oIt Lo>re B sml'd, against dislike to fight, 
\lliicii, tike TiU nMXLsler, threatens his decay; 
The ship is Hope, which br Desire*s great might 
Is swiftly borne towards the wished bav: 

The company which with my Lore doth &re, 
(Thoogh met in one) is a dissenting ciew; 
They aie Joy, Grief, and nerer-sleeping Care, 
And I>oabt which ne'er b d i eve s good news for tmej 

Black Fear the flag is, which my shqp doth bear, 
\lliich. Dear, take down, if mv Lore Tictor be; 
And let white Comfort in this place appear. 
When Lore TictorioiislT retoms to me: 

Lest I from rock Despair come tumbling down. 

And in a sea of tears be forc'd to drown. 



^^*i^^'^'-^*^S^N^^»»^N^.^^>»^>i^»^>^^I^NJN^^ 



soxxrr ti. 






UPON H£R LOOKING SECRETLY OLT AT A WINDOW 

AS HE P.\SSED BT. 

CInce did my Philomel reflect on me 
Her crystal-pointed eves as I past by. 
Thinking not to be seen, yet would me see; 
But soon my hungry eyes their food did spy. 
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Alas! my Dear, coulilat thou suppose, that face, 
Which needs not envy Phoebua' chiefest pride, 
Could secret be, although iu secret place, 
And thnt transparent glass such beams could Lide? 

But if I had been blind, yet Love's hot flanie, 
Kiiidle>l in my poor heart by thy bright eye. 
Did plainly shew when it so near thee came. 
By more the usual heat than cause was njghj 

So though thou hidden wert, my heart and eye 

Dill turn to thee by mutual sympathy. 



lONNET VII, 

W HEN time nor place would let me often view 
Nature's chief mirror, and my sole <leltght. 
Her lively picture in my heart 1 drew. 
That I might it behold botlj day and uighti 

But she, like Philip's son, scorning that I 

Should portraiture, which wanting Apelles' art. 
Commanded Ijove (who nought dare her deny) 
To burn the picture which wa3 in my heart. 

The more liove burn'd, the more her picture ahiu'd: 
The more it shiu'd, the mure my heart did burn: 
So what to hurt her picture was assign'd. 
To my heart's ruin and decay did turn. 

Love could not bum the Saint; it was divine; 

And therefore flr'd my heart, the Saint's poor shrine. 
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Doth it the purer wax, tlie more 'tis tried! 
So doth my Love: yet herein they dissent, 
That whereas gold, the more 'tis purilied. 
By waxing less, doth shew some part is spent) 

My Love dulh wax more pure by your more trying, 

And yet increaseth in the purifying. 



JM-Y cruel Dear having captiv'd my heart. 

And bound it fast in chains of restless Love, 

Requires it out of bondage to depart; 

Vet is she sure from her it cannot move, 
"Draw back," said she, "your hopeless love from me; 

Your worth requires a far more worthy plaice; 

Unto your suit though I cannot agree 

Full many will it lovingly embrace." 
" It may be so," my Dear, " but as the sun. 

When it appears ilolh make the stars to vanish; 

So when yourself into my thoughts do run. 

All others quite out of my heart you banish. 
The beams of your perfection sliine so bright, 
Tliat straightway tliey dispel all others' light." 
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i LOTTEBV PRESENTED BEFORE THK LATE QUEEN"S 
M.UtSTl' AT TOE LOKD CHANCELLOR'S HOUSE, 



la eamtfrvm rkr itrrlek, etmt tMe Ite fW K -fi a^riHf '^ *viv- 

(-lYNTHi^, Queen of seas and lands, 

T!i»t furtune every where commands. 

Sent forth Fortune to the sea. 

To try her fortune every way. 
Thei« did 1 Fortune meet, which makea me now to sing; 
There b no fishing to the sea, nor service to the king. 

All the Nympba of Thetis' train 

Did Cynthia's fortune' entertain : 

Many a Jewel, many a gem. 

Was to her fortune brought by them. 
Her fortune sped so well, as makes me now to sing. 
There is no fishing to the sea, nor service to the king. 

Furtune that it might be seen. 

That she did serve a royal Queen, 

A frank and royal hand did bear. 

And cast her favours every where. 
Some toys fell to my sliare, which makes me now to sing, 
There is no fishing to the sea, nor service to the king. 
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n ENIJLD, HE tlTTBHBD THIS 8H0ET SPEECH: 



God live jmu, fair Ludiei ftlti and for my part, if erer I be brought lo 
icr tor" my iins, God forgitt mc my iharliing, anil lay ujuty to roy 
cliargc. I Bin a Macintir, luid wo now come from the us, where I h^d 
the fortune lo Ujht upon thete fe* triflo. I mint cuoft.. I chdii! but 

Fortune. To that end I have enr tince carried theic loIi ubaut mv, that 
if I met oilh Gl coaipaayi I might diiidi; my hooly among tbem. And 
nunt ([ thank my good fortane) I am lighted into the brit compnny of the 

try your furtunei, nnd if any light upon an unforlunatf blank, let her 
^bink that Fortune dnth bat mock her in tbeie triHei, and mewii to 
plesiure her in gicalet matten. 

1, Fnrlune'i Wheel. 
Fortune must now no more on triumph ride; 
The wheels are yours, that dill her eliuriol' guide, 

2. A Pane. 

You thrive, or would, or may; your lot's a purse; 
Fill it with gold and you nre ne'er the worse. 

3. j1 Mask. 

Want you ft moak? hcrej Fortune gives you one; 
Yet Nature gives the rose, and I illy, none. 

4. A Looking-gUiai. 
Blind Fortune doth not see how feir you be. 
But gives a glnsa that you yourself may see. 
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5. A Handkerchief. 
Whether your seem to weep, or weep indeed. 
This handkerchief will stand you well in stead. 

6. A plain Ring. 
Fortune doth send" you, liap it well or iH, 
This plain gold ring to wed you to your will. 

7. ^ Hiitg with thit Poty. 

Your hand hy Fortune on thb ring doth light, 
And yet the words doth" hit your humour right. 

8. J Fair of Gloves. 
Fortune these gloves to you in challenge sends. 
For that you love not fools tliat are her friends. 

9, A Dozen of Poind. 
You are in every point a lover true. 
And therefore Fortune gives the ptmite to yon. 

10. A Lace. 
Give her the luce that loves to be atrsught lac'd. 
So Fortune's little gift is aptly plac'd. 

11. ^Pair of Knives. 
Fortune doth give these pair of knives to you. 
To cut the thr^ of Love if' t be not true. 

12. A Girdle. 
By Fortune's girdle you may hnppy be; 
But they that are less happy are more free. 



• Ltnd. 4' 



■ 


^^^^ 


^ 
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13. A Pair of H'riting-tablet. 






These tables may contain your thoughts in part. 


' 




But write not all that's written in your heart. 






14. .4 Pair of Garten. 






Though you have Fortune's garters, you must be 






Mure Btaid and constant in your)' steps than she. 






15. J Coif and Crosa-dolk. 






Frown in gooil earuest, or be aick ui iegt;' 






This coif and cross-cloth will become yoa best. 






16. .4 Scarf 






Take you this scarf, bind Cupid hand and foot. 






So l.ove must aak you leave before she' shoot- 






17. A Falling Band. 






Fortune would have'" you rise, yet guides your hand 






From other lota, to take the falling band. 






18. A Stomacher. 






This stomacher is full of windows wrought, 






Yet none through them can see into your thought. 






19. A Pair of Sciuari. 












You love to work though you were'''' Iwrn to play. 


i 




SO, A Chain. 






Because you scorn Love's captive to remain, 






Fortune hath sworn to lead you in a chain. 












* Omitlcd in ircDnd edition. 






• He, a* AQd 4'». " Make, 4". " Arc, 4--. 
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21. A Prayer Hook. 
Your fortune may prove ^jod anoUier day. 



Till Portutie come, take 



you 



Lbookt 



pray. 



33. J Sttaflkiii. 
Tis summer yet, s snufikin b your lot. 
But 'twili be winter one day, doubt you not. 

23. J Fan. 
You love to see, and yet to be unseen, 
T&ke you thb fan to be your beauiy's screen. 

24- .1 Pair of Braceleti. 
Ledy, your hands arc fallen into a anare, 
For Cupid's manacles these bracelets are. 

25. J Bodkin. 
Even with this bodkin you may live unharmed. 
Your beauty ia with Virtue so well armed. 

26. A Necklace. 

Fortune gives your fair neck this lace lo wear, 
God grant a heavier yoke it never bear. 

27. A Cushinet. 

To her that little cares what lot she wins. 
Chance gives a little cusbioet to stick pins. 

2R. J Dial. 
The dial's yoursi watch time lest it be lost. 
Yet they moat"^ lose it, that do'''' watch it most 
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S9. .* Nutmeg mtk a blank Parchment iit it. 
This nutmeg hoUla a. blank but Chance doth hide it. 
Write your 0(vn wish, and Fortune will provide it. 

30. Blanlc. 

Wot you not why Fortune gives you no prizcj 
Good faith, she saw you not, she wanta her eyes. 

31. Blank. 

You are so dainty to be pleas'd, God \vot. 
Chance knows not what to give you for a lot. 

32. Blank. 

■Tis pity Buch a hand should draw in vain, 
Though it gain nought, yet shall it pity gain. 

S3. Blank. 

Nothing's your lot, that's more than can be told. 
For nothing ia more precious than gold. 

34. Btitjik. 
You fain would have but what, you cannot tell: 
In giving nothing Fortune serves you well. 

J. D." 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



In consequence of the length of time it will take before the entire 
reprint of ** Davison's Khai'SOdy" can appear from the Lee Press con- 
sistently with the execution of the other works which are going on there, 
it has been found necessary to divide this curious Miscellany into sepa- 
rate portions, each of which forms a whole in itself; and to give them 
successively to the public at moderate inten'als. 

In the present Month will appear from this Press, 

BERTRAM, 

A POETICAL TALE.— IN FOUR CANTOS. 
BY SIR EOERTON BRYDOES^ M.P. 



Works already printed at the private Press qfLee Priory. 

IN OCTAVO. 

1. Sylvan Wanderer, Part I. 

2. Excerpta Tudoriana, N® 1, 2, 3. 

3. Life of Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle. 

4. Nymphidia: by Michael Drayton. 



^^^^^s^^i»sy^^^^^>»^^«»^s^^^^^ 



QUARTO. 

5. Greene *s Groats-worth of Wit, (only Sixty-one Copies. J 

6. Raleigh's Poeins. 

7. Select Poems : by Sir Egerton Brydges, M. P. 

8. Longing of a Blessed Heart: by Nicholas Breton, 

9. Dunluce Castle: by Edward Quillinan, Esq. 



IN THE PRESS. 
Select Sonnets from Petrarch, 4to. 
Lord Brook "s Life of Sir Philip Sydney, Sco. 
Excerpta Tudoriana, N® 4. 
Sylvan Wanderer, Part II. 
Tracts of Sir Henry Wotton, Svo. 
Raleigh's Poems, Vol. II. 4to. 



Every fFork of this Press is strictly limited not to exceed 

one hundred Copies, 



I 
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A DIALOGUH BETWEEN TWO SHEPIIEaDS, THENOT 
AND PIERS, IN PRAISE OF ASTREA. 




Tkenot. 
SING divine Asthea's praise, 

O Muses ! help my wits to rmse. 
And heave my verses higher. 
Piers. Thou need'st* the truth, but pliui 
lyteU, 

Which much 1 doubt thou can'st not well. 
Thou art so oft a liar. 

Then. If in my song no more 1 show. 

Than heaven, and earth, and sea do know. 
Then tnily I have spoken, 
Plerg. Sufticeth not no more [o name; 

But being no less, the like, the same. 
Else laws of truth be broken. 



Then. Then say, she is so good, so fair. 

With ull the earth she may compare. 
Not MomuB' self denying. 
Pieri. Compare may think where likeness holds. 
Nought like to her tfie earth enfolds, 
1 look'd to find you lying. 
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That from Asthea flieth. 
Piert. Nay, darkness oft that light in clouds, 
Asthea's beania no darkneMS shrouda; 
How loudly Thenot lieth! 

Th™. AsTRE* rightly term I may 

A manly palm, a mtuden bay. 
Her verdure never dying. 
Pier*. Palm oft is crooked, bay is low; 

She still upright, still high doth grow: 
Good Thenot leave thy lying ? 

Then. Then Piers, of friendship tell me why. 
My meaning true, my wortls should lie. 
And strive in vain to raise her? 
Piers. Words from conceit do only rise, 
Above conceit her honour fliesi 

Tint Hilcncp, nought nin praise her. 



UPON HIS MEETING WITH HIS TWO WORTHY FRIENDS 

AND FELLOW POETS, SIR EDWARD DYER, 

AND M. FULKE GBEVILE. 



J»iK mates in mirth to me. 
Grant pleasure to our meeting; 
Let Pan our good god see, 
How grateful is our greeting. 
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Join hearts ant! hands, so let it be, 
Make but one mind in bodies three 

Ye hymns, ami stiig^ng skill 
Of God Apollo's giving. 
Be p rest our reeds to fill. 
With sound of music living. 
Join hearts and hands. Sic. 

Sweet Orpheus' harp, whose sound 
The st«diast mounttuns moved, 
Let here thy skill abound, 
To join sweet friends beloved, 
.loin liearts and hands, &c. 

My two and I be met, 
A happy blessed Trinity; 
As three most jointly set, 
[n firmest band of unity. 

Join hands, Stc. 

Welcome my tno'' to me. 
The number best beloved. 
Within my heart you be 
In friendship unremoved. 
Join hands, &c. 

Give leave your flocks to range; 
Let us the while be playing: 
' K. D..F.G..P.S. 





i 
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Within the Ehny Grange, 






Vour flocks will not be strayiag. 






Join handa, Sic. 






Cause all the mirth you can. 






Since I am now come hither. 






\Vho never joy, but when 






I am with you together. 






Join hands, fte 






Like lovers do their love. 






So joy I, ill you seeing. 






Let nothing me remove 






From always with you being. 






Join handa, ftc. 






And as the turtle-dove 






To mate with whom he liveth. 






Such comfort, fervent love 




\ 


Of you, to my heart giveth. 




Join hands, Ac. 




Now joined be our hands. 






Let them be ne'er asunder. 






But link'd in binding bands 






By metamorphosed wonder. 






So should our severeil bodies three 




\ 


As one for ever joined be. 













r 



f 

f 
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^_ , U But may hove abiding be 




^■nill In poor Shepherd'a base degree. 


1 


^^^M It belungs to such alone 


1 


Jb', To whom art of I^ve la known: 


\ 


ijl' Seely shepherds ure not wilting. 




' ill What in art of Love ie fitUng. 


1 


H Nay, what need the art to those. 


i 


11 To whom we our love disclose? 


1 


It is to be used then, 


i 


When we do but flatter men: 




Friendship true in heart assured. 


' 


Is by Nature's gifts procured. 




Therefore Shepherds wanting skill, 
■ Can Love's duties beat fulfil; 




■1 


2 Since they Itnow not how to feign, 
/ Nor with Love to clonk disdain. 


^ 




1 J Like the wiser sort, wboae learning 
* Hides their inward wiU of harming. 






Well was I, while untler sliadt. 




Oaten reeds me music made, 




Striving with ray mates in song. 




Mixing mirth our songs among! 




Greater was that Shepherd's treasure. 




Than this false, ane, courtly pleasure. 


1 


Where, how many creatures be. 


i 


So many puft in mind 1 see, 




i 


1^^- - ■ , =^ 
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Learning thU among the rest, 
That the me&o estate is best} 
Belter tilled with contenting, 
Voiil of wishing and repenting. 



LOVE'S SEVEN DEADLY SINS.* 



iuiNE eye with all the deadly sins is fraught, 
1. First Proud, sith it presum'd to look so high) 

A watchman being made, stood gazing by, 
i. And Idle took no heed till I was caught: 

3. And Envious bears envy, that my thiiught 
Sliould in hb absence be to her so night 

4. To kill my heart, mine eye let in her eye. 
And so consent gave to a umrder wrought: 

5. And Covetous, it never would remove 

From her fiur hair, gold so doth please hb sight. 

6. VnchasU, a bawd between my heart and love; 

7. A Glutton eye, with tears drunk every night. 

These sins procured have a Goddess' ire^ 
Wherefore iny heart is daran'd in Love's sweet fire 




. Babiton's ^ottical l&|iap8obs. 



SONNET. 

TO TWO MOST HONOURABLE AND VIRTtlQUS LADIES AND 

SISTERS, THE LADY MABGAHET. COUNTESS OF CUU- 

BORLAND, AND THE U^DV ANNE, COUNTESS 

OF WtUtWICK. 

i B Sister Musee, do Dot ye ' repine. 
That I tioo Sisters ilo with nine compare) 
Siiice eai^h of tlicse b fur more truly rare. 
Than the u iiole troop of all the heavenly nine. 

But if ye ask me which is more divine, 
I answer, like to tlieir twin eyes ihey are, 
Of which each is more bright thaik brightest star. 
Vet neither doth more bright than other ehiae. 

Sisters of spotless fame, of whom alone 
Malicious tongues take pleasure to speak well. 

How should 1 one' commend, sith either one 
All things in heaven and earth so far excell? 

The only praise I can you give, is this, 

That one of you, like to the other b. 



INSCRIPTIONS. 

THISBE. 
X E woeful Sires, whose cansely hale hath bred 
Grief to yourselves, death to niy love and me. 
Let us not be disjoin'd when we are dead. 
Though we alive conjoin'd could never be. 



aabbon's poetical BNpeioOs. 



Though cruel stars divide* ub two u 

Yet id one tomb us two entombed 3< 

Like as the durt was one, and out 

That did begin our love anfl our 1 



CLYTEMNESTKA TO HER SON ORESTES. 
Caming lo kill her for mardrring hii Falhtr Aoamemnon. 

xXoLD, hold tliy hand, vile son of viler mother. 
Death I deserve; but, O! not by thy knife; 
One parent to reveng;e wilt thou kill the other, ^ 
And give her death that gave thee (wretch) thy life? 
Furies will plague thy murder execrable. 
Stages will play thee, und all mothers curse thee: 
To wound this womb or breast how art thou able. 
When the one did bear thee, and the other nurse thee? 



AJAX. 

J. 1113 swoni is mine, or will Latrtet' sou 
W'la this SIB he JchiUes' armour won? 
This sword which you, O Greeks, oft bath'd have km 
In Trojan blood, I'll now bathe in mine own. 
This fearless' breast which all mine'' enemies fierce 
Have left nnpiercd, now I myself will pierce. 
So men shall aay, Ajax to none did yield 
But t' Aj\x self, and Ajax Ajax kiU'd. 



' Frarful, 4th. 




AIt fiuDous c uumi y 
Tom cimmucrt faraw€ Oi 
To be o'ercome with wealdi 
And to o'erooiDe with 
No band lores mofe than 
No heart hates mofe diaa 
With so finn sted Virtiie 
That DOC bf golkd, nor 



goldfrr 

Idonol 
I refnte. 
to give to manj^ 
mme to take afwaj. 
mj mind hadi aimed, 
it can he hanaed. 



CATO UnCEN, 
ymse^hrrmmte he wmU mgj/ma mU 

CjEiAti, thoo hast o'eroome, to thy great hme. 
Proud Germans, Taliant Gauls, and Britains rode 
Rome's libertj (bat to thine eternal shame) 
And her great champion thoa hast eke subdu'd. 
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Yet neither shall thy triiimpha with my name 
Be grac'd, nor sword be with my Wood imbu'd. 

Thouirh nil the conquer'd earth do now serve thee, 

Cato will die iinconqucred, and free. 



MADRIGAL. 

j7houoh you be not content. 

That I, poor worm, should love you. 
As Cupid's power and your sweet beauty cause n 

Vet (dear) let pity move you 

To give me your consent 
To love my life, as law of Nature draws me. 
And if my life I love, then must I too 
Love your sweet self, for my life lives in you. 



MADRIGAL, 
BuTTBwtd ma of a Grttk Epigram. 

fiB's rich enough, whose eyes behold thee; 

Who hears thee sing a monarch is: 

A demy-God who doth thee kiss. 

And Love himself whose arms enfold thee. 



MADRIGAL, 
Upon her drtamiTig that the tinn Aim dtai. 

O rAiB, yet murdering; eyes. 
Stars of my miiieries. 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^« 






1 


M . Sibbn'i Vttiul KiMftetv. 




Who, whik tu^t dovcU ywir beaa.s, 






How mack jnm wiA «i]r daifa shew in your drcsms: 






b 1 not emisk tlMt w«lcfaie jw do *piil me. 






Bat you •-■kep amtt kiU me? 






O Lfll BW (tUI iriiik you ynar sl«^ are takiitg; 






S> you lend Die kind feoki while' you are waldng. 






Tlw Mond uT thy svkmM luune, my dearest tRUure, 






IMiglU* me wore than iigtn of other fiices; 






A gUnjMC of Ihr »wwl he* biwds me mow pleasure. 






ThM w>y «thcn' kindest words and gnces. 












1 value moM than othm' don-like kisses. 






nthm' embtwws. and Love's cbiefcst btisies. 
SONNET. 






tVh»j( Irmilroos Phoiioe Cesar did present 










He tntght his eyes a stram of tmis to shed. 






Hiding in his false heart his true content. 




H 






^^ 


Ilius'd Ion-brought Rome, and sway'd proud Carthage 






down. 






WTiiie all but he. bewail d thdr yielding town. 






He Uughd to ease his aw-^iing heart's despight. 






' Whtn. 4ih. 









OabisDii's i^gtlifnl iUflBpiioDs ^^ 



Thus cunning minds can mask, with ilivcisi; u: 
Grief under feigned amiles, joy uuder Ware: 
Like HanniUil, 1 cuimut hide my feant. 
Setting clear looks u|ion a cloudy heart. 
But let me joys enjoy. Dear! you shall try 
Ccesai hid not his joys so well as I. 



SONNET. 

W HiLE Love in yoii did live, I only liv'il in you, 
While you for me did bum, for you nloiie I burned. 
While you did sigh for me, for you 1 aigh'd and 

mourned i 
Till you prov'd false to me, to you 1 was most true. 
But since Love died in you, in you 1 live no more, 
Your heart a. servant new, mine a new saint eojoyeth; 
My sight o£fends your eyes, mine eyes your sight an- 
noy eth. 
Since you held me in scorn, by you I set no stori^. 
Vet if dead Love, if your late flames return. 

If you lament your change, and count me yonr sole 

treuHure, 
My love more fresh shall spring, my Hame more bright 

shall burn; 
Ml love none else but you, and love you without mea- 
sure. 
If not. Untrue, farewell; in sand I'll sow no grain, 
Nor plant my love, but where Love yields me love again 



^ ^ 


■ 






se S«b«Ma'* i*eriUil «tt»p««p- 


■ 


soNNrr. . . .TO MisraEss duna 






PiasDi of all Ibe God* I wiali to be; 




^^B 






^^^1 


For. of lU tUap to the World • dreuii being. 




^^^p 


One «al]r thing I ■Iwayi wiih Ui Me. 




^^^H 


Nm of an berte the Udden fom lo know. 




^^^M 


For, tk' mj wooad by berfai canoot be cured: 




^^^1 


Noi to Um ikf u Uic a place assured. 




^^^H 


For nj ambition lin od earth below. 




^^^1 


Nm to be I'rinoe of the Celestial choir. 




^B 


For 1 one Nj-mph prize more than all the Mosesi 






Not willi bis bow to offer Love abuses. 


, 




For I Lore'* vaawd am, aod dread Ills ire. 






Bui that ihjF light from mine might borrow'd be. 






And bir Diana might shine under me. 













UADlaGAl.....VVOtt HIS DEPARTURE. 


1 




Sva>, Dear, I love you not: fbrhe that loveth. 


' 




When he from her doth part 


, 


1 


Thafs misiresB of his heart. 






A deadly pain, a helliiih torment proveth. 






But when sad Fates did sever 






Me far from seeing yoo, I would s«e e»er. 












No psJD, nor no tormenting. 






For sense of pun how could he find, 




^ 


That left his heart and soul behind 






1 


L. -J 
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ECLOGUE. ...ENTITLED "CUDDY." 

A. tiTTLK herd-groom, for he was no bett', 
\Vlien course of year return'd the pleasant spring. 
At break of day, without-en further let. 
Cast with himself his flock a-fleld to bring; 
And for they hott so long been pent with pain. 
At eight of sun they aeem'd to live again. 

Such was the flock all bent to browse and play. 
But nothing such their master was to see: 
Down hung his drooping head, like rainy day; 
His cheeks with tears, like springs, bedewed be. 
His wringed hand such silent moan did make. 
Well might you guess he was with love j'take. 

Though while his flock went feeding on the green. 

And wantonly for joy of summer play'd; 

All in despight, as if be n'ould be seen. 

He cast himself to ground full ill appay'd: 

Should seem their pleasance made him more complai 
For joy in sight, not felt, is double pain. 

" Unhappy Boy, why liv'st thou still," quoth he, 
" And bust thy deadly wound so long ago! 
What hope of after hap suslaineth thee. 
As if there might be (bund some ease of woe! 
Nay, better die ten thousand times than live. 
Since every hour new cause of death doth give. 



. Sa bison's ^aetital £t{)Rp«ati5. 



The joyful sun, whom cloudy Winter's spite. 

Had shut from us in watry fishes haske. 

Returns again to lend the world his light. 

Anil red as rose begins bis yearly task. 
Kb liery steeds the dteepy welkin beat. 
And both the horns of climbing bull do heat. 

But, ah! no sun of grace aspires"" to me; 

Close hid she lies, from whom I should have light; 

The clouds of black Disdain so foggy be. 

That blind I lie, poor boy, bereft of sight; 
And yet I see the sun I seek to find. 
And yet the more I see, the more am blind. 

Thrice happy ground, whom, spoil'd with Winter's rnge. 
The heat of pleasant Spring renews again;. 
Unhappy I, whom " in my spring of age. 
The frost of cold Despair hath well-nigh slain. 
How shall I 'bide your stormy Winter's amart, 
.When Spring itself haih frorne my bloodless heart. 

I see the beauty of thy Sowers renew; 

Thy mantle green with sundry coloure spread; 

Thou aee'st in me a change of former hue. 

Paleness for white, blackness for lively red. 

What hope of harvest fruit, or summer flowers. 

Since that my spring is drown'd with tears Ukc showers. 
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Anil last of all, but Ueu'st of all to me. 
Thou leany flock, that did'st of Inte lament; 
And witness wast fur shepheitls all to see, 
(Thy knees so weak, thy fleece so rough und rent) 
That thou with pun did'st pine away unfed. 
All for thy raoster was with love misled. 

Thou" 'gtnst 08 earst forget thy former Stat*, 
And range amid the busks thyself to feed! 
Fair full thee little flock both rathe and late, 
(Was never lover's sheep, that well did speed,) 
Thou free, I bound, thou glad, I pin'di* in pain, 
I strive to die, and thou to live full fain. 

Woe worth the stunil, wherein I took delight. 
To frame the shifting of my nimble feet, 
To cheerful sound of pipe in moon-shine night, 
Such pleasance past at earst now makes me greet.' 

I ween'd by night haie shun'd the parchiiig ray. 

But night itself was twice more hot than day. 

Then first of all, and aU too soon for me. 
I saw thilk Ihss, nay grav'd lier in my breast; ' 
Her crystal eyes more bright thaj) moon to se«. 
Her eyes, her eyes, that have rob'd me of rest," 




On than I gaz'd, then anr I to mj coit, 
Tluoogli too nmch sight mine ool j tighl is loot. 

Where been the dipper dittict that I dight. 

And raanddnvSy ond iuclsji so toot? 

WhikMn with Colin's tdf compare I might; 

For other twain to strire was little boot: 
Soch skill I had in making aU abore, 
Bot an to little skill to oompier Love. 

What helps it me to have my piping prais'd. 
Of an save her, whom I woold only please? 
Nought care I, thoog^ mj hwe to sky be fais*d,^ 
For pleasant song that brings my heart no case. 
Wherefore both pipe and song I aU forswear. 
And former pleasance wilfoUy forbear.'* 



yTith that he cast his look to welkin high. 
And saw the doable shadows flit away: 
And as he gianc'd half in despight awry. 
He spy'd the shepberd*s star shut in the day: 
Then rose, and homeward with his flock bun went. 
Whose voice did help their master's case lament. 




CUDDY'S EMBLEM. 



Qur.1 



X KB virtuous man is free, though bounil in chains, 
Though poor, content, tliough banUh'd, yet no stranger. 
Though sick, in health of mind, secure in danger. 
And o'er himself, tlie world, and fortune reigns. 

Nor good haps, proud, nor bad, dejected make him, 
To God's, not to man's will, he frames each action: 
He seeks no fame, but inward satisfaction. 
And firmer stands, the more biul fortunes shake him. 



ELSOV. 
L WOMAN'S HEART.' 



O FAITHLESS world, and thy most faithless part, 

A woman's heart: 
The true shop of variety, where lits 

Nothing, but fits. 
And fevers of Desire, and pangs of Love, 

Which toys remove! 
Why was she born to please, or I to. trust 

Words writ in dust! 
Suffering her eyes to govern my despair. 

My pain for air, 
<■ L'uiuiila, «th. ' Fourth edit. * Omitted 4th edit. 



I't Itantol Kk>rM«f~ 



Anil fruit of IJaw rrvardod «i(li uoirntb. 

The tooi tt jvafk. 
notrac iW wu, fvt 1 bdjev'd ber tjt%, 

lulnicttd ipicaj 
TUl I «ra* tMght, tliM Lora wm bol m idbooi 



Or tougtit ibe non than lriuiB|)li* of iletnU, 



How Ikr bCT tmilcfl 

Yicid Mul nmfrw! 
£Mii*e not now thy (oily, nur her natarci 

Btufih and endure 
Al W«n tb7 ihune, u' paasiont that were ram. 

And think thy gain. 
To know that Love, lodg'd in s woman's breast. 



UIVI'S EMBASSY, IN AN lA&lBIC ELECT." 

l^NHitPFY verrc! the witness of my unhappy state. 
Make thyself fluttering wings of thy fut flying thought. 
And fly forth unto my love, wheresoever she be. 

Whether lying restless in a heavy bed, or else 
Sitting to cheerless at the cheerful board, or else 
Itaying alone careless on her heavenly virginals. 



I 



» 
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If in bed, tell her mine eyes can take no rest: 

If at board, tell her that my mouth con taste no food: 

If at her virginals, teil her I can hear no mirth. 

Asked why, aay waking Love aufFereth no sleep: 
Say that raging Love doth appall the weak stomach; 
Say that lamenting Love marreth the musical. 

Tell her, that her pleasures were wont to lull me asleep: 
Tell her, that her beauty was wont to feed mine eyes: 
Tell her, that her sweet tongue was wont to make me mirtli. 

Now do I nightly waste, wanting my kindly rest: 
Now do I daily starve, wanting my lively food: 
Now do I always die, wanting my timely mirth. 

And if I waste, who will bewail my heavy chance? 
And if I starve, who will record my cursed end? 
And if I die, who will say, this was tmmeritoP 



A SONNET OF THE MOON. 



J^ooK how the pale Queen of the silent nighi 
Doth cause the Ocean to attend upon her. 

And he as long as she is in his sight. 
With her full tide is ready her to honour; 
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But when the silver waggon of the Moon 
l9 mounted up so high he cannot follow. 

The sea calls home his crystal waves to moan. 
And with low ebb doth manifest his sorrow; 

So you, that are the sovereign of my heart. 
Have all my joys attending on your will. 

My joys low-ebbing when you do depart. 

When you return, their tide my heart doth tiU. 
So as you come, and as you do depart, 
Joys ebb and flow within my tender heart. 



A SONNET or THE SUN. 

Sun ^Aiaiflg upon the Marigold, clond 
■d, leul (0 Au MiiUm, nooitrf Maiy. 



A. HE Sun doth make the marigold to flourish. 

The Sun's departure makes it droop again; 
So golden Mary's sight my joys do nourish. 

But by their' absence all my joys are slain. 
The Sun the marigold makes live and die. 
By her the Sun shines brighter, so may I. 
Her smiles do grace" the Sun, and light the mi 

Revive my heart, and clear the cloudy skyj 
Her frowns the air make dark, the sun to lower 

The marigold to close, my heart to die. 



■ Hir, sd iDd 4lh. 
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By her the sun, the flower, the air, and I, 

Shine and darken, spread, and close, live and die. 
You are the Sun, you are the golden Mary, 

Passing the Sun in brightness, gold in power r 
I am the flower whom you do make to vary; 

Flourifih when you smile, droop when you do lower 
Oh let this heart of gold, sun, and Hower, 
Still live, shine, and spring in your heart's bower. 



UNION'S JEWEL. •" 



AJivEHS rare gems in thee, O Union shine: 

First seven Margarets in thy Jewel stand; 

Matildas three, three Janes of regal Une, 

Two royal Marys, two Elizas, and 

One Isbel, Anne, Sibill, and Margery, 
All royal gems, set princely, shine in thee. 

But flrst in it doth Agasia shine. 
Who first with Dutstus it began to make: 
Then Marg'ret next, of our King Edgar's line. 
Whom Maleolm, King of Scots, to wife did take; 
Whose grandchild Maud, our Emp'ress, did conjoin, 
Scots, Saxon, Nonnan blood in our King's line. 

where fbey conclude tbc voluine, under the following head : Aidit. 
Cha. Bat, AriH. to the founb edition they Aill iuto classei. 
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For their child Mmud, our first Henry did marry. 
Of them Matilda, our said Emp'ress did spring: 
Hy whose second husband our Kings did carry 
Name of g^reat Plantagenet, then Scots King: 

FirHt Alexander did Sibilla wed, 

^\llo sprung from out William Conqueror's bed. 

The tliird Matild' their first King David married. 
Earl Waldoff *s daughter, niece to great K. William: 
Jane, our King John*s daughter, thither was carried 
By their second Alexander; after came 

Their third King Alexander, who did marry 
Another Marg'ret, daughter of our third Harry. 

Fn)m them two did another Marg*ret spring. 
Who, by Norway's prince, a fourth Marg*ret had. 
Scots infemt Queen: whom first Edward our king. 
To have married to his son would have been glad. 
So Scotland's Peers would too: her death said, nay, 
Which only this great Union then did stay. 

Though that most noble and victorious King, 
This natural Union could not then advance: 
Another he as great t* affect did bring, 
\Mien he his son married to th' heir of France, 
Is'bel, by whom since all our Kings have claimed 
The crown of France, which some of them have gained. 

Though this our second Edward did prevent, 
Tliat he from Scotland did not take his wife. 
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His daughter Jane performed his intent 

With second Daviil, spending there her life: 
He did tlie child of second Edward ntiiriy, 
A9 third Alexander did of your third Hurry, 

Without issue they died: then M»rgery, 
Their first King Robert's daughter, Bruce by niimc, 
Scots Queen by birth, must needs remenib'red be: 
By whom Lord Stewart did increase his fame, 

From them second Robert, and James Stewart from him 
Third Robert nam'd, whence first James did first begin. 

A valiant Prince, who spent his youthful prime 
In martial deeds, with our first Henry in France: 
To whom our sixth King Henry in his time, 
Jane, our third Eilward's grandchild, did advance 
■In marriage: she of Henry Bewford sprung, 
Somerset's F.url, was virtuous, fair, and young. 

Fifth Margaret, Richmond's Countess, forth did bring 
Our seventh Henry, who one ilivision ended 
With Eliza, heir of our fourth Edward King: 
From both whom great'at Marg'ret of all descende<l: 
From whom, and fourth James, fifth James ScottishKing, 
And from him Mary Scots, last Queen, did spring. 

Fourth Jiiiucs being dead, Marg'ret did Douglas nmrry; 
They a daughter Marg'ret had, Earl Lenox wife: 
Whose son. Lord Darnley, married their last Mary, 
Of whom comes Charles James, finisher of strife: 
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Who with Anne makes Unkm, by the ^hilHUM death 
Of our Queens, Mmry and Elizabeth. 

The rarest pearls, and richest Margarets all. 

Which e\'er did in any Jewel stand: 

The rarest Jewel too, and most angdical. 

Almost made up by God and Nature's hand; 
By men to be finish*d, to this Isle sent: 
Then to be worn for her best ornament. 



PANEGYRIC TO MT SOVEREIGN LORD THE KING. 

By the Mine. 



^^»^^>*»»^^^i^x'^>^i^^^^^<»i»^^«» 



^^^^»^^^S»^^^^^^^^^^i^^«^^ 



VTREAT King, since first this Isle by Jove*s own hand. 

Was set apart within great Ocean's arms: 

And was appointed by herself to stand, 

Fenc'd round about with rocks from foreign harms: 
She into sundry parts hath oft been torn. 
And greatest wounds by her own blows hath borne. 

# 

But all the fractions now which nuin did make. 

Since it in one whole number Nature gave. 
Are added up and brought to one great stake; 
And being all sumVl up, one total have. 
For Britain now to all the dividend. 
In one whole quotient, all doth comprehend. 

For thou the Monarch of this Western Isle, 
Now all her shiver'd parts hast brought together: 
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Spreading thy Empire's wings eight hundred mile 
In length, and fuur in breadth, there staying neither; 
But o'er Old Ocean's breast thy arm doth stretch 
Through Ireland, making it to India reach, 

I To Judah thou the Tribes hast brought again, 

Which by themselves did in Samaria dwell; 
I Jordan l]y thee, whose stream did run araoin, 
Is now dried up, that every Tribe may well 
To other go; thou hast broke doivn the wall. 
Which Adrian made, and which we Pictic call. 

Thou Virtue's Orb, where Fame is still ascendant. 

And never can her highest age attain; 

Conqueror of all hearts, all fiatt'ries transcendant, 

^Vho liold'at it loss to take, to give great gain; 
Of bounteous deeds the ever running spring, 
To many wealth, to all dost gladness bring. 

I The Muse's darling, who with golden pen, 

1 And silver'd tongue thy princely mind can'st tell; 

In whom learning, a Prince's richest gem, 
I Both human and divine, abounding dwell: 
Tlie great contriver of this tripple Isle, 
In one imperial diadem and stile. 

The royal product of the princely dove, 
With England's Noah from Peace's Ark sent forth, 
I After War's deluge, who olive branch of Love 
I Dost bring with thee in thy return from North: 
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How joyfully did Britain reach her hand^ 
To take thee int' the Ark of this her Land. 

With great Eliza, glory of her own. 
Wonder of future times, true Church's nurse, 
The ancient faith's receiver, on whom were shewn. 
Heaven's blessings, all mens' prayers, no man's curse. 
Fortune's favours. Nature's wealth, God's high grace^ 
The Muse's lodge, all Virtue's dwelling place. 

Our sun did set with great Elizabeth: 
Before night, thou a new day-light did*st bring) 
Our Summer's peace did close at her cold death. 
Without War's winter thou renew'd'st our spring; 
All our live's joys with her dead seem*d to be. 
Before entomb' d they were reviv'd by thee. 

Centre of roval births, in whom do meet 
Lines drawn from all the noble Conqueror's bloodj 
Which ever in any part with warlike feet. 
Of this great Isle's circumference have stood 
With thy fair Queen, a sea, whither do run 
Streams of all royal blood of Christendom. 

Both royal plants, whence princely branches spring. 
Whereon grow our best fruits of Hope and Joyj 
Great offsprings both of many a noUe King; 
An antidote she against this land's annoy. 
In whose mild looks hath princely majesty 
A marriage made with modest courtesy. 



M 
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! Virtue's book, bound in a goltteu cnvor, 
Wherein Nature hath writ with God's own quill; 
All Beauty'a learning, where thou, licr true lover, 
May'at read sweet lectures of delight at will: 

And on the frame of whose diviiiest feature 

All graces shine, that can be ' 



Sprung of a double, knit to a tripple King, 

Late quadruple, the Holy number, three; 

I Gratef\il to God did seem more apt to bring 

!'eace to this land, with love and unity; 

Plant royal, set by Junn in this land. 

Whose ancestors by Mars here once did Atiind, 

I Sacred beauty makes seem angelical, 

je, heavenly wbdom, to the stars do raise; 
lerva her Apollo, thee ilii call. 
Their darlings, both truest themes of all our praise; 
Together live and love, and long do reign, 
To our, to your, to Goil's, joy, bliss and gain. 
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DE LAPSV HOMiylS Iff ADAM. 

I 4VPEH amab'Ui* el venerabilii, t»t berudictut, 

DivCM inulilii, iiualiabUit, est maltdxctut. 

Qui bona aegligU tt mala diligU, inlrat abyuum: 

Sulla polenlia, nulla pecuaia liberal tpaim, 

Irremeabiia, iiuatiabilit, Uta forago. 

Hie ubi mergitur, koirida cernilur umiiu imago, 

fir miirrabilis Etaijue JiebHii hoc rubleruni, 

Uic cmciaminii, per lua ertmina, cum merueniut. 

Jutsa Dei pia, juMia talabria li Unuuieat. 

f ir ne^ue f<£mina, nee »ufl lemina, trnrld perlssmtt, 

Sal i{uui sptraere iuiiaque toleert rum limuere, 

Mart gravit irruit hoc meritofml, et periere, 

Janua mortis passio fortts crimen eorutn. 

Attulit orbi semiaa morbi, lotijue malorum, 

Ilia parenies, alque sequentet culpa peremit, 

Atque piarum dtliciaruin munui ademit, 

FUbilefalum dam eruciatam, damqat dotorem. 

Ilia meretiti perdere tanti regit konorem, 

Eh data stevam causa per Evam perdittonis, 

Dum tneUoreya sperat honorem voce draconi*. 

Hoc male credens, not qiiotpie ladens crimiae miigiio. 

Omnia tristi aubdidit itti sacula damno, 

Slirpi miserorum plena dolorum povtta crevil. 

Hit quorpte damnis pluribut annis sabdita jtevil . 



SBblDon'K^litltiBl £ltl!>p«0Ds. . 



A DEVICE. 
OF THE FALL OF MAN IN ADAM.» 

J. iir. poor niaa helov'd for virtue Bpprov'd, riglit Lleised a he, 

Wlifre vak'etaui ehuS who never hntli enongb, accursed iliaLI be, 

I Wbu goodneH rcjectetfa, and eril affecleUi, iLall fall in the pit, 

I No pleat; of pence, >li*U Tree him from thence, no power nor wit, 

I Botb uarepoiiable and unutiuble, tbat gulph will appear, 

og'd he shall be, where nought he shall ace, but hocrar and fear 
m unitabli', and Ere Tariable, the Fery firit time, 
I Sy falling from God, detcrtcii this rod, (O humble crinic) 
I Far bad they adhered to God, and him feued, b; keeping bis leci, 
I Then death had nut conie on, the man or the wouinn, or auy their sc 

when-ai the uinn, fram (ioi'i will beg^au, baicly to rrrolt, 
I For bii grievoui lin, Ueatb lamc tuthing in, and on him laid holt, 
I Thii was the great crime, which at the firat tiuie, by craft of tbe ilci' 
bring in the leed, of gickneu and need, and all other erll : 
I wan the sin wbich 6rtt did begin, our parents (o kill, 
hcartuly fiwd prEpui'd fuc uur good, did utterly spill, 
I Unhappy the (Mi, wbich first such a state, auch autrow did bring, 

lim that had lull, ao much lu uur coat, our bearcaly King, 
I Tlie eredulou* Eire, 'twaa ahe that did give, tbe lanae ofiuch evil, 
I Hoping that honour would come more upon her, deceired by the dcv 
Believillg of hun, did malic her to lin, to all our great loss, 
For maukiud e'ev lince, received from hence, so horrible truss, 
F'ar all tbv nations, through all generations, which after have been, 
iVith grief of their heart have taitcd tbe amart, of that primitive sin. 




^ 
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BE RESTITUTIONE HOMINIS PER CHRISTUM. 

Sed Deus Omnipotent, qui verbo cuncta creavit. 
Sic cecidisse doleru homines quos semper amavit. 
Ipse suum verbum transmisU ad injima mundi, 
ExuUbus miseris aperire viam redeundi, 
Filitis ergo Dei descendit ab arce supema, 
Nunquam discedens d majestate patema. 
Qui corpus sumens animatum, numine salvo, 
Processit natus scura de virginis alvo, 
Ferus homo, verusque Deus, pius et miserator, 
Ferns Salvator, nostraque salutis amator, 
Sponte sua moriens mortem moriendo peremit, 
Et sic perpetua miseros cL morte redemit, 
Namque pia de morte resurgens, ut Leofortis, 
Restituit vitam prostrato principe mortis. 



OF THE RESTORING OF MAN BY CHRIST. 



By the tame. 



xSuT JoTe Omnipotent, all things, by bis word who created. 

Grieving man to be fairn, whose love was in him so innated. 

Sent from above his word, for man to prepare a returning. 

Thence, where else bad he lain, through all eternity baming, 

So God*s only begotten Son, came down to redeem us. 

Yet did he still himself, his Father's glory beteem us, 

A body form'd with a soul, to his divinity taking. 

And to be born of a virgin, bis humanity making. 

Born very God, very man, he a man God, merciful, holy. 

Purchased our salvation, was our Saviour wholly. 

For by his willing death, he Death's self wholly defeated, 

And so us all from eternal death, by death rebegetted. 

From death again rising, he Death's prince mightily maimed. 

Whereby his own from death, to eternal life he regained. 



Sabtson's ^octUal Khapeoti!! 7r> 



TO MY LORD THE PRINCE. 



X/aalikg of these, of future times the glory. 
Branch royal, sprung from many a regal aleui. 
On whose Mr structure written ia the story, 
Of Nature's chiefest skill. World's choicest jein , 
Wit's richest cabinet. Virtue's best array. 
Centre where lines of all hearts' loves do meet: 
Sweet ground, whereon the Muses love to play. 
Ripe in wit, though green in years, of fonn most sweet, 
Scotland's fmr fruit, Englanil's great hope, France's love, 
trelanil's awe, Cambria's joy. Great Britain's fame. 
Abridgement of all worth, the mighty Joie, 
Long lengthen your good days, and still your name* 
And when you shall have honour'd long this land. 
Grant you a glorious saint in heaven to stand. 



TO TilF, EXCELLENT LADY ELIZABETH, HER GRACE. 



i 



Jc AIR Virtue's gem, set in most royal gold. 
The worthiest owner of the fairest mansion. 
Rich prize for which Nature and Fortune hold 
\Vitli Muses' and Graces' great contention: 
All which by agreement this partition make. 
None of themselves worthy of all discerning. 




r 
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D. TIkmi want'sl tbr lieart. L. Who stole that same 

awaj> 
D. Ixfre whom Ihoa senr*sl» entreat him if thou mav. 






L.CoMeC«py,CQne^** C Who calleth me so oft? 
L. Thv >riml trae, whom ^kmi should* tt know bv ri^t. 
C What makes thy cnr so frintr L. My Toice is soft. 
Quite broke* and spent with ciying d^ and nig;ht.^ 

C. Why then, what's Ay reqnest? L. That tfaoa icslore 

To me mw heart, and steal the 



And thon» O Death, w 
Dispatch me then at onre. 
L. By pramBe thon art 
D. But if At heart 



hen I pmwe.sa my heart. 
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•" "» L. That brought from frost, it never will desire 
To rest with me that am more hot than fire. 



THAT TIME HATH NO POWER TO END OR 
DIMINISH HIS LOVE.*" 



By the Mune. 



JL 1MB wasteth years, and months, and days, and hours: 
Time doth consume fEime, riches, wit, and strength: 
Time kills the greenest herbs, and sweetest flowers: 
Time wears out youth, and Beauty *s pride at length: . 



^^i»i^^^^^*'^«»#»^«»»<>»^»^»^»^'^^»^»i#»^»i»»i»»«#*^^»»< 



■■ I>. 3d and 4tli. 

■ ■ This fonni the Ixzrii. in Watson'f Collection. It has reeeired 
some improvement by the pruning hand of DaTiton; we shall therefore 
repeat it from the original. 

** The chief contents of this passion are taken oat of Seraphine, 
Sonnet 132. 

" Col tempo ptusa gli anni, UneH, e I'hore, 
Col tempo le richete, imperio, e regno. 
Col tempo fama, honor f/ortetta, e ingegno. 
Col tempo giovtntu con belta more" ifc 

But this Author inverteth the order, which Seraphine utcth, 
sometimes for his rhyme sake, but for the must part, upon some 
other more allowable consideration. 

Time wasteth years, and mouth*s, and huar*s : * 
Time doth consume fome, honour, wit, and strength : 
Time kills the greenest herbs and sweetetit flowers : 
Time wears out youth, and Beauty's looks at length : 

* In this line the placing commas over the worH» mcnlA'*, and kourU, teemt 
intended to encreaie them to diMyllablet. or the measure it imperfect. J. H. 



SB 
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Time maketh every tree to die and rot: 
Time tumeth oft our pleasure into pain: 
Time causeth wars and wrongs to be forgot: 
Time clears the sky that first hung fiill of rain: 
Time brings to nought the mightiest princes' state: 
Time brings a flood firom new resolved snow: 
Time cahns the sea, where tempest roar*d late: 
Time eats whatsoe'er the moon doth see below: 
Yet shall no time upon my heart prevail. 
Nor any time shall make my love to £oLil. 

Time doth convey to ground both foe and firiend. 
And each thing else but Love, which bath no end. 

Time maketh ev'ry tree to die and rot: 
Time tumeth oft our pleasures into pain : 
Time causeth wars and wrongs to be forgot: 
Time clears the sky, which first hung full of run : 
Time makes an end of all human desire. 
But only this, which sets my heart on fire. 

Time tumeth into nought each princely state : 
Time brings a fiood from new resolved snow : 
Time calms the sea, where was of late : 
Time eats whatever the moon can see below : 
And yet no time prevails in my behove, 
Nor any time can make me cease to love. 



9Btiiitan'« ^^ociital l&fiapMs SI 



LOVE'S HYPERBOLES." 



J-F Lovp hail lost hia shafla, and Jove down ihrew 
His thunder-holts, or spent hia forked fire, p p 
They only might recovercfl be a-new 
From out my heart, cross- wound tsd with Desire. 
Or if debate by Mars were lost a space, 
It might lie founil wiiliin the self-same place. 

If Neptune's waves were all dried up and gone. 
My weeping eyes so many tears distill. 
That greater seoa might grow by them alone; 
Or if no flame were yet reoioining still, 

In Vulcaji's forge he might from out my breast. 
Make choice of such as should beflt him best. 
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If XAi\t wen: ik)irivccl of bi* chw^, "< « 
Vei (uun couM I rotora hU wind* agsio. 
By sobbing sighs, which forth T blow at Uige 
To move hct miml. that pleasures in my pain. 
^^'hsi man bui I coulil ihufl incUae hit iriO, 
Tu lire in love, thut hnlh no end of ID. 



AN IhTKCTlVE AG.UNST LOra." 



Ijovb ia B sour delight, a sugared grief, 

A living death, an ever-dying life, 

A breath of Reasun's law, a secret thief, 

A sea of tears, an ererbstiug atrife. 
A bait fur foob, a scourge of noble tnta, 
A deadly wound, a shot that" ever hits. 

Love is n blinded god, a wayward boy," 
A iabyrinlli of ilaubts, an idle lust; 

** Dcprir'dof all bi| chaigc tfaliati'i td. 
" Fnnoi N*iri>i. and Waluo rapi "Thii Sonnet ii ptrfectlf 
patbrtical, uid cimiulrth in two principal pointi: whfTcnf the Bnl 
Uinctli an occuuliua of love for bii hurtful rffccti and niiuU 



li wordl, by cuting 11 



of hii 



a Ufiihl)' pouced furtb id fool ipuchea. 
•• Which, WatKn'tti 
* ^ Ad aa^Tj boj, lA. 
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A slave to"" Beauty's will, a ivilleas toy, 
A ravenous" bird, a tyrant moat unjust, 

A burning heat in frost,"' a flattering foe. 

A private hell, a very world of woe. 

Yet mighty Love regard not what I say, 
Wl\o ill a trance do lie, rest"* of my wits,*;' 
But blame the light that leads toe thus astray, 
And makes my tongue thus rave" by frantic tits: 
Yet hurt her' not, lest 1 sustain the smart, 
Which am content to lodge her in my heart. 



PETRARCH'S SONNET TRANSLATED," 
Pact sou (roBo, el nan jIi in far gutrra. 



X JOY not peace where yet no war is found, 
I fear and hope, I burn yet freeze withaU: 

°> Of, 3d and 4th... To, in /TofMin. " HareDing, li. 

" A buming heat, ■ cold, Ifc. i6. •* Rttt, 3d and 4th. 

" Wtieli li* ia t.tanco, bereft of all my witi. fratnx. 

" Blupbemr, ii. • Mr, 3d and 4th. 

' In the Dtifiinal N°x\. and thiu prefaced, "The icaie containti 

in thit Sonnet n-ill seem ttiaDgu to sucli u ncrec bare acqaaintct 

cloned tbrtela. But tu such an Love at any time batb hail uader hi: 
bannei, all and every part of it will appear to be a familiar truth, li 
Imosl word for word tiUten ont of Petraich, where he bceinneth. 



> 
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f 



HE PROVES HIMSELF TO ENDURE THE HELLISH TOR- 
MENTS OF TANTALCS, IXION, TITIUS, SISYPHUS, 
AND THE LELIDES." 



J.N that I thirst for such a Goddess' grace, 

As wcints remorse like Tantalus I die, 

My state is etjuiil ta Ix ion's case, 

Whose mangled llmba are turn'd continually. ' 
In that my rolling toils'" can have no end. 
Nor love, nor time, nor chunce" will stand my friend. 

In that my heart consuming never dies, 
I feel with Titlus an equal pain. 
Upon whose heart a vulture feeding lies: ° 
In that I rise through hope, and fall again 



*> The liii. uid the Author u}<, ■■Thtt the TOlgar aoTt may 
the bttWt undcnCand this psuion, I will briefly touch Ihow, whom 
the Author naiuetb herein, bciag all damned auula, (as the. pnris 
bin) and dHtinale untu lundry puaiibmenta, Tantalai having 
hii lipi allll at the brink uf the river Eridiniii, yet dieth for thirst. 
[lion i> tied uato a nlu'el, which turneth inceBuDtly. A vulture 
feedeth upon the bowels of Titiui, which grow up again ever as they 
are defourcd. Sisyphus rolleth a great round itone up a steep hill, 
hich being once at the top, presently talleth down Bniain. Belidcs 
re Bfty liilen, whose cuDtinutil task U to fltl a hottoioleii tub full uf 
water, by lading in their pitchers full at once." 

^ Whose rented limbi are turn'd eternally, /f affON. 

" Tossing toiU, it. ■ Nor time, nor place, ib. 

° Oq whoui an ever-feeding vulture lica, ib. 
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In that I make bt irows to ber alone, 
Wbose ears are deaf, and will retain no sound; 
Wnh Bdides mr stale is aD bat one, 
\llikk fill a tab wbose bottem is not soond. 

Tbns in mr beart since fave therein dSd dwcS. 

Are all the tormenu to be finmd of hidL' 



LOVE'S DISCOMMODITIES.* 



^m^mm^^m »m»m»m^^^»^m^^>^^^'^^ 
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W HBEB beat of love doth ooce po sacaa die beart, 
Tbere cares oppress die mind witb wonders 31: 
Wit runs awry not fearing^ future smart. 
And fond Define doth over-master WIU. 

The beUy neither cares for meat nor drink. 

Nor orer-watcbed eves desire to wink. 

9 Tttri, n'mUmk's ed. « A, 3d and 4tli. 

' A TOid'nms thiof , that Lore skoiild make tke wooad, 
Wbernn a second bell may tbiu be foond. fPmU9»*9 ed, 

• In tbe onginal, N* Ixziz. with this Preface: ** The Anthor in 
this passion secmeth apon mislikc of his wearisome estate in loTe, to 
enter into a deep discoone with himself touching the pnrticalar 
miseries which be£sU him that loreth. And for his sense in this place, 
he is very like onto himself, where in a theme deducted <nit <^ the 
bowels of Antigone, in Sophocles, {which he lately translated into 
Latin, and published in print,^ he writeth very like manner as fol> 
loweth : 



Sabiaon'd ^ottunt )^|)b))bo&|!. . 



Footsteps are false, and wavering to and fro; 
The pleasing' flower of Beauty fades away. 
Reason retires, and Pleasure brings in woe. 
And Wisdom yieldeth [ilnce Co black Decay, 

Counsel, and Fame, and Friendship are contemn'd. 
And bashful Shame, and Gods themselves condemn' 

Watclitul Suspect is linked with Despair, 
Inconst&nt Ilope is oflen drown'd in fears: 
What Folly hurts. Fortune cannot repair, " 
And Misery dolh swim in seas of tears. 

Long use of life is but a ling'ring foe. 

And gentle Death is only end of woe. 

"Afali quando Ci^idiHL 
fnai »4ttu edax ectupal iiiHjt 
Arta ingeKivm laHliiT in mala. 



ladtam; pen'igiict Irahii 






,,!,,. 



" And it may npptar by tb« teuur of tbii puuon, thst the 
tbor pTL'parelh biuuel/ to full froni Love and all hii law>, u nill 
appear by the Mqael of b» other pMsioni that fullow, and whict 
all made upon tbis poiie, My Lore U pait." 

• Brigbtsome, H^aUim't ed. 
- What Fully hurti not Fnrtune can rrpnir, it. 



BnbiMii'a jDotlifai fti)B|«oti{|. 



ALLEGORY or HIS LOV£ TO A SHIP.' 



J. i<a soldier worn wilh wars delights in pence, 
i'he pilgrini in his ease, when toils are past. 
The ship bi gain the port, when storms do cease. 
And 1 rejoice disctiargd from Love at last. 

Whom while I serv'd; peace, rest, and land I loat, 
\Vith wars, with toils, withstonns, worn, tir'd, and tost. 

Sweet Liberty now gives me lease to sing, 
^Vhal world it was, where Love the mle did bear; 
How foolish Chance by lots rul'd ev'ry thing. 
How Error was man-sail, " each wave a tear: 
The master Love himself, deep sighs were wind. 
Cares row'd with vows, the ship a pensive mind. ' 

False Hope the^ helm, oft tum'd the ship* about. 
And contant" Faith stood up for middle mast; 

• ThiiisN'btMt.md wearetold; " Tbt chitlett snfertaiic* of 
Uii) niiinct ii borrowed out of certain Ldtia tctkb of Stroa2>, > nolilc- 
mui of Italy, and odc of the bcil po«li in all liii age: wbo, in de- 
scribing metaphuiicallj, to bii friend Antonini, tbc tmr totm of hii 

" Unda hie MUHl LackrimK, oaiti ntpiris, Rmi 

Spa , Curt Conila, CBHtlaHlia ^moru 

Ell waiui, Dotor ett Anthora, Nauila Amor,- S(c. 

' Man-iul, 3d., main-sail, 4th. < Unnienr mind, ff'aitaa. 

1 At, ih. ' Boat, ii. •• Inconstant, ib. 
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Despair tlie citlile wished'''' nil with doubt, 
IleW griping Grief the pikeil anchor fast; 
Benuty was all the rocks, but t at last. 
Have gain'il the port, ani! now my love is past. '^ 



EXECRATION OF HIS PASSED LOVE.' 



A cuHSK the time, wherein these lips of mine. 
Did pray or praise the Dame that was unkittd: 
I curse niy ink, my paper, anJ each line," 
My hand hath writ, in hope to move" her raiml, 
1 curse her hollow heart, and flattering eyes, 
Whose sly deceits did cause my mourning cries. 



Am nnw twice free, anil all oi]' lovi 1i pnil, H, 
■civ. and "In tbla piuiuou the Author lialli but nugmcDled 
•a of SETipbinv, TfLsre he writetb in thia muuier; 



■ ' Bittsiemo quaada mat h laibra aptrn 
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I curse the sugared speech and Syren's song^ 
Wherewith so oft she Hath bewitcht mme ear: 
I curse my foolish will that staid so long. 
And took delight to *bide" *twixt Hope and Fear: 
I curse the hour wherein I first b^an, 
By loving looks to prove a witless man. 

I curse those days which I have spent in vain. 
In loving one ungratefid and unkind: 
I curse the bow and shafts that bred my pain. 
And Love I curse, that archer nak*d and blind: 
But on that hour that my fond love did ^ ^ end, 
Millions of blessings I will ever spend. ^ * 



►^^^»^i»^i»^^^»^ 



f f To 'bide, omitted 4tb. ^^ Doth, ^h. 

** I cunt thote days which I have spent in rain. 
By senring snch an one as reeks no right : 
I curse each cause of all my secret pain, 
Though Love to hear the same have small delight : 
And since the beav'ns my freedom now restore, 
Henceforth I'll live at ease, and love no more. 
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UPON HIS LADY'S SICKNESS OF THE SMALLk*' POX. 



B]f Thomat Spilma*.* 



■^»*^«#>#>^^s»^^»»^^^»s^^ 4 



v^RUEL and unpartial Sickness, 
Sword of that arch-monarch Death, 
That subdues all strength by weakness, 
Whom all kings pay tribute, breath. 

Are not these thy steps I track. 
In the pure snow of her fiice. 
When thou did'st attempt to sack 
Her life's fortress, and it raze? 

Th* heavenly honey thou did'st suck, 
From her rose cheeks might suffice; 
Why then did'st thou mar, and pluck 
Those dear flowers of rarest price? 

Mean'st thou thy Lord to present 
With those rich spoils and adorn. 
Leaving me them to lament. 
And in ink's black tears thus mourn? 



No : I'll in my bosom wear them. 
And close lock them in my heart: ' 
Thence, nor time, not death, shall bear them, 
Till I from myself do part. 



>*S»^^«»^'»>»»^^^^^'»>»^^^ »<>^'^^«#S#«^^^^^i#i»^»^^^^ ^ »^'»^«»''#» 



^^ Small omitted 4th. 



• Omitted 4th. 
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ANACREON^S SECOND ODE. 



^ iTtiRc in her worlc iloiti ^ve. 
To each thing that by her Ju live, 
A proper gift, whereby ' ' she may 
I'reveDt in time her own decay. 
The biiU n horn, the horse a hoof, 
Tlie light-foot hare to run aloof; 
I'he liun'fi atrength 'Who may reaUtf 
The birds iJoft fly where they list, 
riie fish awims safe in waters deep, 
Tlie silly worm at least can creep: 
What is to cuiue, men can forecast. 
And Iciirn more wit by that is past: 
The woman's ^ft, what might it be. 
The same for which the ladies three, 
Pnllas, Juno, Venus strave. 
When eath desired it lo have. 
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AN ECLOGUE. .MADE LONG SINCE UPON THE DEATH OF 
SIR PHILIP SYDNEY. 



Thenot. 
-t EKiN, areed what dew mischance betide. 
Hath reft thee of thy wonted merriment? 
Fair feeds thy flock this pleasant spring beside. 
Nor Love, 1 ween, hath mode thee discontent: 
Slid Age and Love to°"" meet in one, consent. 

Ah, Thenot! where the joj of heart doth fail. 
What marvel there if mirth and music qu^? 
See how the fiow'rets"" of the field do sprbg; 
The purple rose, the lilly white as snow. 
With smell and colour for an harvest king. 
May serve to make ua young again, 1 trow; 
Vet all this pride is quickly laid full low; 
Soon as the root is nipt with northern cold. 
What smell, or beauty, can we then behold! 

Thenot. 
As good not hear, as heard, not understand. 
My borrel brains through eld been all too dull, 
Sike mister meaning nill by me be scan'd. 
All as my iace, so wrinkled is my skull; 
Then say me, Perin, by thy hope of wool. 



~- Do, 3 






» FIOB 



<)4tb. 
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Anil bj- thine ewes' blimii bags, and bagpipes sound, 
fio not one aneling in ihy flock be found. 

Ptrm. 
Ah, Thenoi! by ihinc alderliefcst iaas, 
Or wliatsoever is more dear to thee; 
No biigpijie name, let Ming acid sula(% pass. 
Death hath undone Ply flock, my pipe and me. 
Dead b lUe sheeps' delight, and shepherd's glee. 
Broke is niy pipc> and 1 myself forlorn. 
My sheep unfed, their fleeces rent aud torn. 

I iiiic'kle mus d such uncouth change to see) 
My Hock rcfus'd to feed, yet hale they were; 
The lender birds sat drooping on the tree. 
The cari'less lambs went waiid'ring here and there; 
Myself unknown a part of grief did bear; 
Ne wut 1 why. yet heavy was my heart. 
Untimely death was cause of all this smart; 
Up, Perin, up, advance thy mournful lays, 
(kiund loud thy pipe, but sound in"" itolcful wise. 

Perin. 
Who else but The not ccin the Muses rnise. 
Anil teiu.']i them ^ing; and dance in mournful guise- 
My lingers stiff, my voice dolli hoarsely rise. 
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Thenot. 
Ah^ where is Colin^ and his passing skill? 
For him it tits our sorrow to fulfil. 

Per in. 
T'way sore extremes our Colin press so near, 
(Alas that such extremes should press him so) 
The want of wealth, and loss of love so dear. 
Scarce can he breathe from under heaps of woe: 
He that bears heaven bears no such weight I trow. 

Thenot. 

Hath he such skill in making all above. 
And hath no skill to get, or wealth, or love? 

Per in. 

Praise is the greatest prize that poets gain, 
A simple gain that feeds them ne*er a whit. 
The wanton lass for whom he bear such pain. 
Like running water loves to change and flit. 
But if thee list to hear a sorry fit. 

Which Cuddy could in doleful verse endite. 
Blow thou thy pipe while I the same recite. 

Thenot. 

*Gin when thou list; all-be my skill but small. 
My forward mind shall make amends for all. 

Perin. 

Ye nymphs that bathe your bodies in this spring. 
Your tender bodies white as driven snow: 



\e virgins chaste which in this grove do sing, 
Which neither grief of love, nor death do knc 
So may your streams run clear for iiv, 
y your trees give shade alway. 
Deport a. space. 
And give me place, 
Tu wail with grief my restless woe alone. 
For fear my cries 

Ti> shed forth tears, and help lament my d 




And thou, my Muse, that whilom wont to ease 
Thy maaters mind with lays of sweet delight; 
Now change those tunes, no joy my heart can plea 
Gone b the day, come is the darksome night; 
Our 9un close hid in clouds doth lie; 
We live indeed, but living die: 
No light we see. 
Yet wander we. 
We wander far and near without a guide: 
And all astray. 
We loose our way. 
For in this world n'is such a sua beside. 

Ye shepherds' boys that lead your flocks a-field. 
The whilst your sheep feed safely round about. 
Break me your pipes that pleasant sound did yield. 
Sing now no more the songs of " Colin Clout." 

Lament the end of all our joy. 

Lament the source of alt annoy. 



p 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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Sydney'''' is dead. 








That wont to lead 








Our flocks and us in mirth and ahepherda' glee, 








Well could he sing, 








Well dance anil springi 








Of all the shepherds was none such as he. 








How often hath his altill in pleasant eoug. 








Drawn all the waier-iiympha from out their bowers? 








How have they lain the lender grass along. 
















Phfcbus himself that conquer'd Pan, 








Striving with Willy, nothing won. 








Nethinksi'I see 








The time when he 








Pluckt from his golden locka the laurel crown, 

And so to raise. 

Our Willy's praise, 
Bedeckt his head and softly set liim down. 

The learned Muses flock to hear his skill. 
And quite forgot their water, wood, and mount; 
They thought his songs were done too quickly, still 
Of none hut Willy's pipe they made account. 
He aung, they seem'd in joy to flow: 
He ceas'd; they seem'd to weep for woe; 
The rural rout. 
All round about. 


1 
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Like bees came swarming thick, to hear him sing; 

Ne coidd they think 

On meat or drink, 
\^lule WUly*s music in their ears did ring. 

But now, alas! such pleasant mirth is past, 
Apollo weeps, the Muses rend their hair. 
No joy on earth that any time can last: 
. See where his breathless corpse lies on the bier! 
That self-same hand, that reft his life. 
Hath turned shepherds' peace to strife. 
Our joy is fled 
Our life is dead. 
Our hope, our help, our glory, all is gone: 

Our poets' praise. 
Our happy days. 
And nothing left but grief, to think thereon. 

What Thames, what Severn, or what western seas. 
Shall give me floods of trickling tears to shed? 
What comfort can my restless grief appease? 
O that mine eyes were fountains in my head! 
Ah, Colin! I lament thy case: 
For thee remains no hope of grace. 

The best relief 

Of poets' grief 
Is dead and wrapt full cold in filthy clayj 

And nought remains 

To ease our pains. 
But hope of death to rid us hence away. 




•...•». 
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Phillis> thine is the greatest grief above the rest. 
Where bin thy sweetest Posies featly (lights 
Thy garlands with a true-love's-knot addrest> 
And all that erst thou Willy did'st behight? 
Thy labour all is lost in vain^ 
The grief shall ay remain^ 

The sun ' ^ bright^ 

That falls to-night> 
To-morrow from the east again shall rise. 

But we decay. 

And waste away! 
Without return, alas! thy" Willy dies! 

See how the drooping' flocks refuse to feed. 
The rivers stream with tears above the banks. 
The trees do shed their leaves, to wail agreed. 
The beasts unfed, go mourning all in ranks; 
The sun denies the earth his light. 
The Spring is kill'd with Winter's might: 

The flowers spill. 

The birds are still. 
No voice of joy is heard in any place: 

The meadows green 

A change have seen. 
And Flora hides her pale disfigur'd face. 



Watch now, ye shepherds' boys, with waking eye. 
And loose your time of sleep, to learn to sing. 



" So, 4th. 



•• Our, 4th. 
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Uiilinppy Pkill, whitt good is got thereby. 






But panted praiae that can do profit bring! 




^^^^^^^^^H 


If skiU could move the Sisters three, 




^^^^^^ 


Out Willy still olive shauld be. 






The wolf so wood 


1 




Amazed stood 


n' 




Ac sound of \Villys pipe, and left his prey^ 






Both pipe a»d skiU 






The Sisters spill; 






So worse than any wicked wolf are they. 






Ruttring hope of mortal metis' delight. 






So fair in outward show, so foul within! 






The deepest streams do flow full calm to sight. 






The nivning wolves do jet in wethers' skin; 






We deem'd our tt'illy aye should live. 






So sweet a sound liis pipe could give: 






But cruel Death 






Hath slopt his breath: 






Dumb liefi his pipe that wont so sweet to sound: 






Our flocks lament. 






His life is spent. 






And careless wander ull the woods around. 






C uiiic tiuw, ' ' ye shepherds' daughters, come no more 






To hear the songs that Cuddy wont to sing: 






Hoarse is ray Muse, my throat with crying sore. 






These woods with echo of my grief do ring. 






~„ ™-.„ „„—.,«.«.-—..-„_— ^-™-«..„ 






■' Now. omitted «h. 
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Your Willy-s life wa3 Cuddya joy. 






Your Willy-s death hath killd the Boy: 






Broke liea my pipe. 






TiU reeds be ripe 






To make a new one, but a worse I fear: 






Save year by year. 






To wail my dear, 






AU pipe and song I utterly forswear. 






Thenot. 






Alack and well-a-day may shepherds cry. 






Our Willy dead, our Colin killd with care: 






Who shaU not loathe to live, and long to die? 






And will not grief our little Cuddy spare, 




1 


But must he too of sorrow huve a share? 




1 


Ay how his rueful verse hath prick'd my heart! 




f 


How feelingly hnth lie exprcss'd my"" smart! 






Perm. 


j 




Ah Thenot, liad'st thou seen his sorry look. 






His wringed hands, his eyes to heaven upkest. 






His tears, that stream'd like water in the brook, 






His aigha, that made his rhimes seem rudely drest. 






To tears thou would'sl have melted with the rest. 






But hie we homevrard, night approaeheth near. 






And rainy clouds in southern akies appear. 




m 


" Out, *tb. 
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A REPORTING SONNET." 

U RR face^ her tongue^ her wit, so fair, so sweet, so sharp. 
First bent, then drew, now hit, mine eye, mine ear, my 

heart: 
Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, to like, to learn, to love. 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth lead, doth teach, doth 

move; 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, with beams, with sound, 

with art. 
Doth blind, doth charm, doth rule, mine eye, mine ear, 

my heart. 

Mine eye, mine ear, my heart, with life, with hope, with 

skill. 
Her face, her tongue, her wit, doth feed, doth feast, doth fill. 
O face, O tongue, O wit, with frowns, with checks, with 

smart. 
Wring not, vex not, wound not, mine eye, mine ear, my 

heart: 
This eye, this ear, this heart, shall joy, shall bind, shall 

swear^ 
Your face, your tongue, your wit, to serve, to love, to fear. 

^ ^ In the grace of wit, of tongue, and face. 3d. 
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I 



SONNET. -- 

Only, sweet Love, afTurt) me but thy heart. 
Then close thine eyes withui their ivory covers 
That they to me no beam of light imptirt. 
Although they shine on all thy other lovers. 

Aa fur thy Up of ruby, cheek of rose, 

Though I have kist them oft with sweet contei 
T am content that sweet content to lose. 
If thy sweet Will will bar rae, 1 assent. 

Let me not touch thy hand, but through thy glu% 
Nor let it be the pledge of kindness more; 
Keep all thy beauties to thyselfj sweet Love! 
I aijk not audi boid favours as before. 

I beg but this, afford me but tliy heart; 

For then, I know, thou will the rest impart. 



SONNKT, 

JjKST pleas'd she is, when Love is most exprcsl. 
And sometime says, that Love should be requited; 
Yet is she griev'd my love should now be righted. 
When that my faith hath prov'd what I protest. 

Am I belov'd whose heart is thus opprest? 
Or dear tu her, anil not in her delighted? 
I live to see the sim, yet still benighted. 
By her Despair is blam'd, and Hope supprest. 

"- For her lii:art..only ad and 4th. 



i 9«tual ])l^afS«1l|!. 



She MiD dmkf, yrt still her bcirt cotueateth. 
She graatft me >U, but thai wfakfa I desbei 
She fnd tends, bat bad* me lesvc the fiie. 
She ieta me £e, «nd yet ny death bunenteth 

fooGsh LdC, b; rcMoa of Ihy blindness, 

1 £e ibr mat of Lore, yet ktD'd with kindness! 



tVbbk a weak child b nek and out of quiet. 
And for his teodemeM am not sustain 
Pbt^ic or equ^ strength, uDto his pain 
Physicians to the nurse prescribe a diet 

O I am ^ick, and in my sickness weak. 

And throu^ my weakness dead; if I but take 
TIte pleasantest receipt that Art can make. 
Or if t hear but my physician speak. 

But. ah! fiur God of Phpic, it may be; 
But physic to my nurse would me recover: 
She whom T Iotc with beauty nurseth me. 
But wiih a bitter mixture kills her lover. 

Yet I assure myself, I should not ilie. 

If she were pui^;ed of her cnielt)'. 



^^^^^^^ 
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SONNET. 




IZI^iiZZ 




Were 1 as base as is the lowly plain. 




Anil you, my Love, as high as heav"n above, 




Yet should the thoughts of me your humble swiua. 




AscencJ to heaven, in honour of my Love. 




Were 1 as high as heaven above the ptdn. 




And you, my Love, as humble and as low 




As are the deepest bottoms of the main. 




Wheresoe'er you were, with you my love should go. 




Were you the earth, dear Love, and I the skies. 




My to(e should shine on you like to the sun. 




And look upon you with t*n thousand eyes. 




Till heaVn wax'd bLnd, and till the worW were done. 




Wheresoe'er I am, below, or else above you. 


i" 


Wheresoe'er you are, my heart shall truly love you. 


SONNET. 






X BE Poets ftdn that when the world began, 




Both sexes in one body did remain; 




Till Jove (offended with this double man) 




Caus'd Vulcan to divide him into twain. 




~-«v™--.-^--_-— -™_.™™__.,-_-, „, ___„ 




* Omitted 4tb. 
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la thid division he the henrt dill scvtr. 
But cunningly he ilid indent the beurt, 
Thai if there were a reuniting- ever, 
Each ])art might know which was his rounterpart. 

S«« then, dear Love, th' intlenture of my heart. 
And reaii the cov'nanta writ with holy firet 
Se* if your heart be nnt tlie coimteqinrt 
Of my true tieart's indented rhnste desire. 

And if it be, so may it ever be. 

Two hearts in one, 'twixt you my Love and me. 



A HVMN IX PRAISE OF NEPTUNE.* 



iJt Neptune's Empire let us sing. 
At whose command the waves obey; 
To whom tlie rivers tribute pay, 
Down the high mountains sliding. 
To whom the scaly nation yields 
Homage for the crystal fields. 
Wherein they dwell. 
And every sea-god pays a gem 
Yearly out of hb wat'ry cell. 
To deck great Neptune's diadem. 



23abiean'» poetical !K!)df soCj!. . 



The Trytons Uurn-ing in n. ring. 

Before his ptilace gat«s do make 

The water with their echoes quake. 

Like tlie great tliuiider aouuJilig: 

The 5ea-Nyin|)lis chautit their utceiits shrill. 

And the Syrens taught to kill 

With their sweet voice. 
Make ev'ry echoing rock reply, 
lliilu their gentle mumiuring noise. 
The praise of Neptune's Empery. 



OF HIS MISTRESS 



iL'i'!"™-, 

And would you see my Miatreas' fiice? 
It h a flow'ry gurden plitee: 
Where knots of beauty hiive such grace. 
That all is work and no where space. 



Where day is breeding, never born. 
It is a meadow yet unshorn, 
Wliich thousand flowers do adorn. 



It is the heaven's bright reftex, 

Weak to dazzle and to ve\: 

It in th' Idsea of her sex, 

llnvy of whom doth world perplex. 
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It 19 a face of deaih itial smiles, 
Plciising, though it kills the whiles: 
niiere Dealh and Love in pretty wiles 
Euh otlier mutually beguiles. 

It is (air Beauty's freshest youth. 

It b the feign'd Elixium's tnitli: 

The spring that winter'd hearts reoew'thj 

Anil this is tlial my soul pursu'th. 



UPON HER PALENESS. 



MJuitSK not ray cheeks, though pule with lave they be; 

The kindly heat into my heurt ia flown: 

To cherish it that is dismay'd by Ihee, 

Who art so cruel and unated&al grown. 
For Nature call'd for by distressed hearts. 
Neglects, and quite forsakes the otitward parts. 

But they whose cheeks with careless blood are staiu'd, 

Nnrse not one spark of Love within their hearts. 

And when ihey woo. they speak with passion feign'd; 

For their fat love lies in their outward parts. 

Cut in their breasts, where Love his court should hold, 
Poor Cupid sits, and blows bis naila for cold. 



Dabison'e %)oillcal Hbafsois 1<K) 



OF CORINNA'S SINGING. 



Whhn to lier lute Carvma sings. 

Her voice revives the leaden strings. 

And dolh in highest notes appear. 

As any chatleng'd Ek:ho clear. 

But wlieii she doth of mourning apeak, 

Ev'n with her sighs the strings do breuk. 

And as her lute doth live or die. 

Led by her passions, so must I: 

For when of pleasure she doth sing, 

Aly thoughts enjoy a sudden spring. 

But if she do of sorrow speak, 

Ev'n from my heart tlii; strings do break. 



ANACREON'S THIRD ODE. 



KjVfia abroad, was lated in the night; 
His wings were wet, with ranging in the rain: 
Harbour he soughtj to me he took his flighty 
To dry hia plumes, I heard the Boy complain. 

I op'd the door, and granted his desire; 

I rose myself, and mode the Wag a fire. 



Babfson's Ironical JK^apeo&g. 



Prjing niore narrow by the fire's flame, 
1 spy'd his quiver hang^g at his bock: 
Doubting the Boy might my misfortune frome, 
I would have gone for fear of further wrack. 
But what I fear'd did me poor wretch betide. 
For forth he drew an arrow from his side. 

He pierc'd tiie quick, and I began to startj 
A pkaaing wound, but that it was too high: 
His shaft procured a sharp, yet sug'red smartj 
Away he flew, for now his wings were dry. 
But left the arrow sticking in my breast. 
That sore I grieve, I weleom'd such a guest. 



MADRIGAL. 
IN PRAISE OF TWO.'r 

X AUSTiNA hath the foirest face. 
And Phillida the better grace, 
Botli have mine eye enriched; 
This sings full sweetly witli her voice, 
Her fingers make so sweet a noise. 

Both have mine ear bewitched. 
Ah me! sith Fates have so provided. 
My heart, alasl must be divided. 



PoDrth Edition. 
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TO HIS LADY'S GARDEN, 
BEING ABSENT FAR FROM HER. 

G-ABBEK mnre than Eden blessed. 
Art thou thus to have thy bowcr§, 
Freed from winter iind still dressed. 
With her face's heav'n-set flowers! 

Happy too are thoae thy alleys. 
Where her fair feet deigii to tread; 
Which departing Earth's low vallSea, 
Shall " the milky way be led. 

Thy trees whose arms her embraced. 




1 

4 




And whose fruit her lips do kiss. 
In whose virtuous mind well placed 
The rare Tree of Knowledge is. 

Happy are, so thy birds be, 
Wliom she taught to sing by Art, 






■' 


Who in heavenly harmony 
With the angels bears a part. 

Happy, blest, and fortunate. 
Bowers, alleys, trees, and bii-ds; 
But my most unhappy stale 








Far surmounts all reach of words. 




i 


•' To, 3[lnnd 4th. 1 
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MADRIOAL. 

Aly Love in her attire doth shew her wH, 
It iloth so well become her: 

For every season she liath dressings fit. 
For winter, spring, and summer. 
No beauty ahe doth raiss. 
When all her robes are on: 
But Beauty's self she is. 
When all her robes are gone. 



ODE. 

TAat TVnw and jtimtec pratti. 
Rather kitpt tkan ktait lo lovei,' 

ziBSENce, hear thou my protestation; 

Against thy strength. 

Distance, and length. 
Do what you can for alteration; 
For hearu of truest mettle 
Absence doth join, and Time doth settle. 



Who loves a mistress of such quality. 

He soon hath found 

Affection's'' ground 
Beyond time, place, and all mortality, 



■ 


^^^^^^ 
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To hearts that cannot vary. 






Absence is present. Time doth tarry 






ODE.. OF Cl-NTHIA.' 






The ancient readers of Heavens Book, 






^Vhich with curious eye did look 






Into Nature's stpryi 






All things under Cynthia took 






To be transitory. 






This the leameil only knew. 






But now alt men find it true. 






Cynthia is descended. 






With bright beams, and heavenly hue. 






And lesser stars attended. 






Lands and seas she rules below. 






\Vhere things change, and ebb, and flow. 






Spring, wax old, and perish: 






Only Time which all doth mow. 






Her alone doth cherish. 






Time's young hours attend her still; 






And her eyes and cheeks do fill 






' Thii tons vnt rang before het iiicrfd M^estj at a ihew on lionr- 


^g 






^H 




1 «Dted her HiKhQo. on M«y-d»y iMt. 
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With fresh youth and beauty: 
All her lovers old do grow; 
But their hearts they do not bo. 

In their love and duty. 



OF LOVE GIFT.' 

Who gives a gift to bind a friend thereby. 

Doth set or put his gift to usury; 

And he that gives u gift that h not free. 

Give' where he list, ao that he give not me. 
For bought and sold is friendship strangCi 
^\*ho lives by selling, lives by change. 
And he, that lo%-e3 to change his friend. 
Will turn to nothing in the end. 



Xn vain I live, sith Morrow lives in me; 

In vain lives Sorrow, since by her I live; 

Lifi: works in vain, where Death will master be. 

Death strives in vain where Life doth virtue give. 
Thus each of us would work another's woe, 
And hurts himself in vain, and helps his fi>e. 
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A 1>0£M. 

J.F wrong by force had justice put to flight, 
Yet were there hope she might return again: 
If lawless war hwi shut lier up from sight. 
Yet lawful peace might soon restore her train. 
But nowj alas! what hope of hope is left, 
When wrongful death hath her of life bereft? 

The sun, that often falls, doth often rise: 
The moon that waineth, waxeih full with light: 
But he, that Death in chains of darkness tics, 
Can never break the bands of lasting night. 
Wliat then remains but tears of loss to wail. 
In which all hope of mortal help doth fail? 



Who then shall weep! nay, who shall tears refrain. 

If common harms must move the minds of all? 

Too few are found, that wrongful hearts restrain; 

And of too few, too many Death doth call. 
These common hamu I wail among (lie rest. 
But private loss denies to Ije expreat. 



Xf stepdanie Nature have' been scant. 
In dealing Beauty's gift to me: 
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A REPENTANT POEM.* 

JL HOUGH late my heart, yet turn at last. 
And 8hi^ thy course another way, 
*Tis better lose thy labour past. 
Than follow on to sure decay. 

What though thou long have stray*d awry? 

In hope of grace for mercy cry. 

Though weight of sm do press thee down^ 
And keep thee grov'ling on the ground; 
Though black Despair, with angry frown. 
Thy wit and judgment quite confound; 
Though time and wit have been mispent. 
Yet Grace is left, if thou repent. 

Weep then my heart, weep still and still. 
Nay, melt to floods of flowing tears; 
Send out such shrieks as heaven may fill. 
And pierce thine angry judge's ears: 
And let thy soul, that harbours sin. 
Bleed streams of blood, to drown it in. 

Then shall thine angry judge's face 
To cheerful looks itself apply; 
Then shall thy soul be fill'd with grace. 
And fear of death constrain'd to fly. 



• Third and fourth. 



]9abi:soii'a iDodltBl UiiBpsoD^. .... 119 



Even so, my Goil ! Oh when? hon long' 
1 woiiUI, but Sin is too, too strong. 

I strive Ut rise; Sin keeps me down, 
] fly from Sin; ^in AiUows me. 
My will doth reat-h at Glory's crown; 
Weak is my strength, it will not be. 

See how my fainting soul doth pant; 

O let thy strength supply my want! 




II 



I . 

I 



\ 



18S V^H of flitttjboff. 



It ii written in blank rent, with chonitei according to the ancient man- 
ncT) hot ondirided into Actt. Printed in small twelTet, and joined to 
*An EseeUeni Diseaurte of Life and Death, fTriiiem in Frendk if 
PkiKp Mommy. Done into English by ike Couniet* of Pembroke,' 
Dated at the end, < mt fTHton, May IS, 1 590/ < Printed by Poneon- 
^, 1600:' which binding this prote piece before the poetical one, may 
be the reaaon why the play it so little known, and so diiicnit to be met 
with. (N. B. *TAe Dieeourse of Lift and Death' was greatly en- 
larged, and reprinted l2mo. 1607." *) 

The •* Version of the Psalms," commonly attributed to Sir niilip 
Sydney, is supposed by Mr. Pftrkf to be the joint production of this 
Lady: particularly **Psaim CXXXriI." which begins with the fol- 
lowing stanaa: 



Nigh seated where the Tyger ^ 

That watereth Babel'a thankful plain. 
Which then oar tears in pearled rows 

Did help to water, with tlieir rain ; 
The thought <^ 8yon hred Mich woes. 

That though our harps we did retain. 
Yet useless, and untouched there. 
On willows only hang'd they were, t 



^^^*S»i^«»»W 



SIR PHILIP SYDNEY. 



Of Sir Philip Sydney it would be idle to say many words here. 
Of all the names in English Biography, his is the most familiar to his 
cotmtrymen. He was bom in 1554, and died in 1586, st. S2. His 
^* Arcadia'* first appeared in 1590 : his "Astrophel and Stella," 1591 : 
and his **/>^e«ce «j/*i'oe#y," 1595. 



• Oldys adds: "See my Life of her in the * Parchment Bue^et of Biography.* I 
lent her Pk^, 4rc. to Mr. Collins, to help him in her L^e: then gave the book to 
Mr. Coxeter. 'See Spenser on her: T. Watson: Abr. Fraunce: Samuel Daniel: 
CoUins's Sydney Papers: Osborne's Mem. Eliz. SirT. Mathews's Letters: Gildon's 
Abridg. of Dram. Poets: Diigdale's Baronage: Hall's Letters." Oldyn. 

t Nugse Antiqus, ii. 407* 
t See No. 18 of ** The Guardian.** 
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HENRY CONSTABLE. 

TilL twu SonnelB licre lublcribeil H. C. are uciitalned to bavf 
bfen wrltloii by Ibis aulhor, by Ihc dUtovery of a MS. coUfction of hii 
SoDiif li, smcmg which tbpy occur. Thtsc MS. Soniuti hkre lately been 
inaertcd by Mr. Pirli in tbe ix. tdI, of Ibf new edition of the "Nar- 
Mdn MUalhHg," p. 489. 

tlEMi* Constable ii aMirrtdl by Mr. Maloncf to hare been (be 
Hiof, mho took hit drsrcc of A.B. Bt St. Johti'i Cultt|;r, Cunbridgi, in 

yeari bnniihineDt frDm hU conntiy. Thii will not appear ritraoTdinary, 

einplaytaFtit of Mnrjr Qurrn of ScoU; it tH'iag addrciuil "To lie 
Counlftt e/ Shrruitlnrg, upon accatioM qf ha dfar MUlTea, vke 
livfd HHdrr hrr GotnKmrHl." It i« well known that Eliiabclb, widow 
of Sir Williani C»ctidi>i>, and wifi of George, Earl of Sbrewtbury, bad 
the carv u( the Queen of Scot« commitled to ber aa a aCate primner, 
frooi 1.1C9 to 1S84, when, after a further captitity uf three yean, tbia 
unhappy Soi'ereign waa executed. 

In I 69*, he publialied " /ji'ana, or extelUM cancritfiU Sinmtlt of 
H. C. atigmeHttd vUk Mveri fiiatorinnt of doNawstfa and Itarned 
PtWHOgri," tfc. Thii includea acrenty-aeven Sonnetaj of which twenty- 
aeren appear among thoae of the aboTt-nientioned MS. collMtiou, while 
tbe MS. has Ibirty-cigbt which did not appear in the printed eopy. Thi 
MS. belnnga to Mr. Todd, who procured it from Mr. BrLituw, a book- 
aellrr at Cautctbury. The latter bad it from Ihc library uf tbe Brock- 
man family of Beachborough, near Hytbe. 

In 139S, CoNiTABLE waa at I'ariij anil thince wrote thni la An- 
thony Bacon, " II WB* my fortune once to be belored of the inuat part 



K'itber 



I that 



Enei auaitif ntly to undenlnnd tbe dutiful aiTcclion 1 bear to niy cou 
try! and all my Catholic countrymen that know me, are wilnruei bi 
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CVAKLX* BtST. 
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A. W. 
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Tvuv initaals hftvc 

^m indticed to sappoae, that they 
brreafter to be ^ea. 



to AwamMw Wiuxt. a Anne 



beloo^to 
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Xotfcce of Suitcm. . 



J. a. 

Tiiesi: laitiHlg arc ucribcd [o JoiHUA StlvutM, irho difd at 
Bdiddlcburgh, in 1613, uged S5. The lut edition of hit Poemt i> a 
e folio, edited by John f-'lcari, IB41. Among thf paitbumoui ad- 
ini of this volumt, art lajne which belong to Thobiaj Campion, 
buie been printed ai hit in the " Excerpta Tudwiana," on I 
»othoritT of cotempomry MSS. of Ihe Britiih Muieum. For > chan 
' of SvLVEiTER, lee B parage of the Intndnctiim of thii volame, i 
Iraeted from the "QaBTlcrty Remriii." 



THOMAS CAMPION. 
Ten ingenioua Poet wu a phyiician in the reign of Janiei 
the beat kccount of him in JUr. HBilrwood't Preface to hit late 
of nldTnwtiof •' PitlicttC Crilidim," Ho. IBIS. 



BOBEKT GREENE. 

Bom I5S0, died 1599. See a Memoir of him prefixed to the 

ition of hii " GrBOtt-worlh ef Wit" printed «t Let Priory, II 
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ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 1 




N.turc in her work doth gite. M 


A Utile hem-groom, for he ■■■ no hell', n 




Aim would you i« my MiitrW hetl IM 


flit, yel murdering eyii, S3 


BcK plHi'd Uif ih wmn LoTt l> mwt tipitii, 


IklUiloii world, »nd thy noil futhleu p«t, fll 




Of NF|>lutn'« Empire let ui ling, IBS 






Ih., b.. 109 




lot Jme OmnipoiMii. lU thlnp, by hb -otd 


Only, •weet Love, nfford ne but thy heirt. 103 


who craited, n 


O why did Fime my hart lo Love belniy, w 


Our, thou lail o'etcomc to thy gml hmc, n 


Me Death himielf did late my PhUomcL M 


Come. gmUe D™ih) ». Who emlUI t. On* 


FerIn areed, what nm mlKhiuei beilde. g3 


ihat'ioppre.i, 77 


PhuUu. of all the Godi 1 wlih lo be, it 


Cruel uid unpullal ■ieknm. nL 




Cupid Bhroul. wu iBIed in the niBht. 10s 


SickpeH iDlendlng my Loit lo betray, tia 


Cynthii. ttu«B of >c<u uid l«ud.. 34 


Speak, gentle Heart, when 1. thy dwelllKg 


Dullng ot IhcH. of fuluff tioiei the glory, 7i 


plaeel 7» 


D«thUmydm.n..iw«nJeabjDl.iUinj IIB 


aure, Dear. I love you not, for he that loveth, M 


DlMn fir* gctn) In lh«, O Union .hine ; Bl 


Time warteih year., and month., and day^ u>d 


F.li VinuO (em, <el Id motl royi.1 gold, 7! 




ftuHinn huth ihe f»lrer ftire, 1 10 


The aodeat reader, ol Hea«o-. Book, i u 




The Poet, fain thai when ib,- world began, loi 


6»H King, iluce A»l thii lilt by Joie-i own 


The poor man beluv'd for rirlue approv'd, right 


h.nd.«a 


blcoed i> he, 73 


Her rice, heilonBuc,h(rwlt,Kftilr,Mii>nl, 


The loldier worn wHh wan deltghu In peace, as 




The San dolt make the marigold lo Bourlih, S4 


H<-i Tieh enouih, whoie oyu twhold U>». 13 


The virluous man li free, though bound In 


Hold, hold Ihy hind, vile Kn or rller mother, i\ 




i rune the lime, wherein then lipi ormlne. ts 


Thii iwoTd U mine, or win UeiUi- xm, ti 


If jou would know the lo.e -hUh ! you bn., SB 


Though late my heart, yet lum at Uul. i ig 


If lo>e bad loil hii .h»fu, mi Jove down 


Though you be noi™nlenl.H 








.tate.(» 


If wronj by fowe h»d juilice put to fll|ht. L i s 


Walking in bright Pbabui' blue, tt 


1 joy not pe»™, where jet oo w.r !■ fcund, M 


Werv 1 a> b»e a> U (be lowly plain, ID> 


In Ihit t thlnt for luch ■ Doddeii' true, «l 


When a weak chlM iiaick.and out ofqulel, ID4 


InnlBlllK.ilthSomwmeiiDmei lit 


When InufroB. Photlae Caaai did piewnl, 14 


litngdi.ineA..re.'.pr.l«,11 


Whan a> ihe wa ecllpaed U, ikey lay. si 


II chunc'd of tue 1 Shepherd', iwiln, IT 


When to her lute Corinna ling*. io« 


Jolo,M.IH,lbn.irthli>o.e.4) 


When tine nor place would let me often .lew, 3 1 


Longhnel lli'd In Court, yet le.in'd nni»ll 






While UiOD dldit love me. and that neck et 


Look how the pule Queen of ihf lilent night, 53 


thine. M 


Lote ii » «ur delight. <i .ug«red grief, HI 


While lore In yon did live, 1 only UVd in you, M 


Mtoe eye with «11 the de.dly -in. i. fraught, 4b 


Who gliea « gift to bind a Olend tbeieby, ii< 


My fMBOui cDunlry niluei gold for Ini, si 


Wldow,wtHmel, ■hithitgoynuto^ajl 


My Ion )• loll'd. •«><»•< ilfUke m Sght, 30 


Vb ghaiUy gto™. thai bear my woefiil crtn, i* 


My lo»e In her iltire doth ihew her wii. in 


Te ilnet Mum, do not ye repine, so 


Hy cruel De.r h.Ting cupli.M m\ heurl, 13 


Vewoeftilain,»hwecau«tei.lialehathl.red,» 


«nl) of rt( Jfltet rolumt. 


I>rmt,.d l.y J,.h„.,.n -nd W.t-.vk. 
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